Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 






I W W f J 






v.^ 



;•"-. f 



%. 



K* 






^flKS4iii&g&:w:U.;;%, 




/^-'yilT'^}^ 



^^"9-— — -a.'* 



«-4^ 






MADAM 



VOL. II. 



LOXTDOB : PBI5TVD BT . 
8P0TTISW00DB AKD CO., K^W 8TRBKT 8QUARB 
ATSV PABLIAMKNT STUKET 



aOBIBKi 



mstmmaam 



MADAM 



BY 



MRS OLIPHANT 



AUTHOR OF 'IN TRUST* ETC. 



IN THREE VOLUMES 



VOL. II. 



LONDON 
X.ONGMANS, GEEEN, AND CO. 

1885 



All riffhis retero^d 



zr^.-' n'.-r- 



MADAM. 



« lO* 



\ 



CHAPTER XXTTT. 

John Teevanion remained in the empty house. 
It had seemed that morning as if nothing could 
be more miserable : but it was more miserable 
now, when every cheerful element had gone out 
of it, and not even the distant sound of a 
child's voice, or Bosahnd's dress with its fidnt 
sweep of sound, was to be heard in the 
vacancy. After he had seen them off, he 
walked home through the village with a very 
heavy heart. In front of the little inn there was 
an unusual stir: a number of rustic people 
gathered about the front of the house, surround- 
ing two men of an aspect not at all rustical, who 
were evidently questioning the slow but eager 
rural witnesses. ^ It must ha' been last night 
as he went,' said one. ' I don't know when he 
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2 MADAM. 

went,' said another, * but he never come in to his 
supper, ril take my oath o' that/ They all 
looked somewhat eagerly towards John, who 
felt himself compelled to interfere, much as he 
disliked doing so. ' What is the matter ? ' he 
asked, and then from half a dozen eager mouths 
the story rushed out. * A gentleman ' had been 
living at the Eed Lion for some time back. 
Nobody, it appeared, could make out what he 
wanted there ; everybody (they now said) sus- 
pected him from the first. He would lie in 
bed all morning, and then get up towards after- 
noon. Nothing more was necessary to demon- 
strate his immorality, the guilt of the man. 
He went out trapesing in the woods at night, 
but he wasn't no poacher, for he never seemed 
to handle a gun nor know aught about it. He 
would turn white when anybody came in and 
tried a trigger, or to see if the ball was drawn. 
No, he wasn't no poacher : but he did always 
be in the woods o' night, which meant no good, 
the rustics thought. There were whisperings 
aside, and glances, as this description was 
given, which were not lost upon John, but 
his attention was occupied in the first place by 
the strangers, who came forward and announced 
that they were detectives in search of an 
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offender, a clerk in a merchant's oflBce, who 
had absconded, having squandered a consider- 
able sum of his master's money. ' But this is 
an impossible sort of place for such a culprit to 
have taken refuge in,' John said, astounded. 
The chief of the two oflBcers stepped out in 
front of the other, and asked if he might say 
a few words to the gentleman, then went on 
accompanying John, as he mechanically con- 
tinued his way, repressing all appearance of the 
extraordinary commotion thus produced in his 
itiind. 

'You see, sir,' said the man, *it's thought 
that the young fellow had what you may call a 
previous connection here/ 

'Ah! was he perhaps related to someone 
in the village ? I never heard his name.' (The 
name was Everard, and quite unknown to the 
neighbourhood. ) 

'No, Mr. Trevanion,' said the other signi- 
ficantly, ' not in the village.' 

' Where then — ^what do you mean ? What 
could the previous connection that brought him 
here be ? ' 

The man took a pocket-book from his 
pocket, and produced a crumpled envelope. 

b2 



4 MADAMt 

'You may have seen this writing before, sir,* 
he said, 

John took it with a thrill of pain and alarms 
recognising the paper, the stamp of ' Highcourt,' 
torn but decipherable on the seal, and feeling 
himself driven to one conclusion which he 
would fain have pushed from him : but when he 
had smoothed it out with a hand which trembled 
in spite of himself he suddenly cried out with a 
start of overwhelming surprise and relief — 

' Why ! it is my brother's hand/ 

'Your brother's,* cried the officer, with a 
blank look. ' You mean, sir, the gentleman 
that was buried yesterday ? ' 

' My brother, Mr. Trevanion, of Highcourt. 
I do not know how he can have been connected 
with the person you seek. It must have been 
some accidental link. I have already told you 
I never heard the name.' 

The man was as much confused and startled 
as John himself. ' If that's so,' he said, ' you 
have put us off the track, and I don't know 
now what to do. We had heard,' he added, 
with a sidelong look of vigilant observation, 
' that there was a lady in the case.' 

' I know nothing about any lady,' said John 
Trevanion briefly. 
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'There's no trusting to village stories, sir. 
We were told that a lady had disappeared, and 
that it was more than probable- ' 

'As you say* village stories are entirely 
untrustworthy, said John. 'I can throw no 
light on the subject, except that the address on 
the envelope (Everard, is it ?) is in my brother's 
hand. He might, of course, have a hundred 
correspondents unknown to me, but I certainly 
never heard of this one. I suppose there is no 
more I can do for you, for I am anxious to get 
back to Highcourt. You have heard, no doubt, 
that the family is in deep mourning and sorrow.* 

' I am very sony, sir,' said the official, • and 
distressed to have interrupted you at such a 
moment, but it is our duty to leave no stone 
unturned.' Then he hngered for a moment. 
' I suppose then,' he said, ' there is no truth 
in the story about the lady ' 

John turned upon him with a short laugh. 
* You don't expect me, I hope, to answer for all 
the village stories about ladies,' he said, waving 
his hand as he went on. ' I have told you all 
I know.' 

He quickened his pace and his compamon 
fell back* But the officer was not satisfied, and 
John Trevanion went on with his mind in a 
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dark and hopeless confusion, not knowing wLat 
extraordinary addition of perplexity was added 
to the question by this new piece of evidence, 
but feeling vaguely that it increased the darkness 
all 9,round him. He had not in any way associ- 
ated the stranger whom he had met on the 
road with his sister-in-law. He had thought it 
likely enough that the young man, perhaps of 
pretensions too humble to get admittance at 
Highcourt, had lingered about in foolish youth- 
ful adoration of Eosalind, which, however pre- 
sumptuous it might be, was natural enough. 
To hear now that the young man who had 
presumed to do Miss Trevanion a service was a 
criminal in hiding made his blood boil. But 
his brother s handwriting threw everything into 
confusion. How did this connect ,with the 
rest, what light did it throw upon the imbroglio, 
in what way could it be connected with the 
disappearance of Madam? All these things 
surged about him vaguely as he walked, but he 
could make nothing coherent, no rational whole 
out of them. The park and the trees lay in a 
heavy mist. The day was not cold, but stifling, 
with a low sky, and heavy vapours in the air, 
pverything around wet, sodden, dreary. Never 
Jiad the long stretches of turf and distant glades 
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of trees seemed to him so lonely, so deserted 
and forsaken. There was not a movement to 
be seen, nobody coming by that public pathway 
which had been so great a grievance to the 
Trevanions for generations back. John, though 
he shared the family feeling in this respect, 
would have gladly now seen a village procession 
moving along the contested path. The house 
seemed to him to lie in a cold indosme of mist 
and damp, abandoned by everybody, a spot on 
which there was a curse. But this of course 
was merely fanciful ; and he shook off the 
feeling. There was pain enough involved in 
its recent history without the aid of imagina- 
tion. 

There was plenty to do, however. Mr. 
Trevanion's papers had to be put in order, his 
personal affairs wound up ; and it was almost 
better to have no interruption in this duly, and 
so get over it as quickly as possible. There is 
something dreadful under all circumstances in 
fulfilling this office ; to examine into the inner- 
most recesses in which a man has kept his 
treasures, his most intimate possessions, the 
records perhaps of his affections and ambitions ; 
to open his desk, to pull out his drawers, to 
turn over the letters which, perhaps, to him 
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were sacred, never to be revealed to any eye 
but hia own-*-is an office from which it is 
natural to shrink. The investigator feels him- 
self a spy, taking advantage of the pathetic 
helplessness of the dead, their powerlessness to 
protect themselves. John Trevanion sat down 
in the library with the sense of intrusion strong 
upon him, yet with a certain painful curiosity 
too. He was afraid of discovering something. 
At every new harmless paper which he opened 
he drew a long breath of relief. The papers of 
recent times were few ; they were chiefly on the 
subject of money, the investments which had 
been made, appeals for funds sent to him for 
the needs of the estate, for repairs and improve- 
ments, which it was evident Mr. Trevanion had 
been slow to yield to. It seemed from the 
letters addressed to him that most of his busi- 
ness had been managed through his wife, which 
was a fact bis brother was aware of ; but some- 
how the constant reference to her, and the 
evident position assigned to her as in reality the 
active agency in the whole, added a curious and 
bewildering pang to the confusion in which all 
this had closed. It seemed beyond belief that 
this woman, who had stood by her husband so 
faithfully — ^his niu:se, his adviser, his agent, his 
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eyes and ears — should be now a Sort of fugitive 
under the dead man's ban, separated from all 
she cared for in the world, John stopped in 
the middle of a bundle of letters to ask himself 
whether he had ever known a similar case; 
there Was nothing like it in the law reports, 
nothing even in those causes ciUbres which in* 
elude so many wonders. A woman with every- 
thing in her hands, her husband's business, as 
well as his health, and the governance of her 
great household, suddenly turned away from it 
without reason given or any explanation — surely 
the man must have been mad, surely he must 
have been mad I It was the only solution that 
seemed possible. But then there arose before 
the thinker's troubled vision those scenes which 
had preceded his brother's death — the bramble 
upon her dress, the wet feet which she had 
nvowed with — was it a certain bravado ? And 
again, that still more dreadful moment in the 
park, on the eve of her husband's funeral, when 
he had nimself seen her meet and talk with 
someone who was invisible in the shadow of 
the copse. He had seen it ; there could be no 
question on the subject. What did it mean? 
He got up, feeling the moisture rise to his fore- 
bead in the condict of his feelings; he could 
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10 MADAM. 

not sit still and go for the hundredth time over 
this question. What did it mean ? 

While he was walking up and down the 
library, unable to settle to any examination of 
those calm business papers in which no agitation 
was, a letter was brought to him. It bore the 
stamp of a post town at a short distance, and 
he turned it over listlessly enough, until it 
occurred to him that the writing was that of his 
sister-in-law. Madam wrote as many women 
write ; there was nothing remarkable about her 
hand. John Trevanion opened the letter with 
excitement. It was as follows : — 

' Dear Brother John, — ^You may not wish 
me to call you so now, but I have always felt 
toward you so, and it still seems a link to those 
I have left behind to have one relationship 
which I may claim. There seems no reason 
why I should not write to you, or why I should 
conceal from you where I am. You will not 
seek to bring me back ; I am safe enough in 
your hands. I am going out of England, but 
if you want to communicate with me on any 
subject the bankers will always know where I 
am. It is, as I said, an additional humiliation 
in my great distress that I must take the pro- 
vision my husband has made, and cannot fling 
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it back to you indignantly as a younger woman 
might. I am old enough to know, and bitterly 
acknowledge, that I cannot hope to maintain 
myself; and I have others dependent on me. 
This necessity will always make it easy enough 
to find me, but I do not fear that you will wish 
to seek me out or bring me back. 

' I desire you to know that I understand my 
husband's will better than anyone else, and 
perhaps, knowing his nature, blame him less 
than you will be disposed to do. When he 
married me I was very forlorn and miserable, 
I had a story, which is the saddest thing that 
can be said of a woman. He was generous to 
me then in every particular but one, but that 
one was very important. I had to make a 
sacrifice — an unjustifiable sacrifice — and a pro- 
mise which was unnatiu^. Herein lies my 
fault. I have not kept that promise ; I could 
not — it was more than flesh and blood was 
capable of; and I deceived him. I was always 
aware that if he discovered it he might, and 
jM-obably would, take summary vengeance. 
Now he has discovered it, and he has done 
without ruth what he promised me to do if I 
broke my word to him. I deserve it, you see, 
though not in the way the vulgar will suppose. 
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To them I cannot explain, and circumstances, 
alas ! make it impossible for me to be explicit 
even with you. But perhaps, even in writing so 
much, you may be delivered from some sus- 
picions of me which, if I read you right, you 
will be glad to find are not justified. 

' Farewell, dear John ! If we ever should 
meet in this world — if I should ever be cleared 
«— I cannot tell — most likely not — my children, 
will grow up without knowing me ; but I dare 
not think on that subject, much less say any- 
thing. God bless them I Be as much a father 
to them as you can, and let my Eosalind have 
the letter I enclose. It will do her no harm ; 
anyhow, she would not believe harm of me, 
even though she saw what looked like harm. 
Pity me a little, John. I have taken my doom 
quietly because I have no hope ; neither in 
what I leave nor in what I go to is there any 
hope. * Gkace Teevakion.' 

This letter forced tears, such as a man is 
very slow to shed, to John Trevanion's eyes ; 
but there was in reality no explanation in it, no 
light upon the family catastrophe, or the con- 
fusion of misery and perplexity she had left 
behind. 
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CHAPTER xxnr. 

^ Have you ever noticed in your walks, Doctor, 
a young fellow? — ^you couldn't but remark 
him — a sort of primo tenore; big-eyed, pale- 
faced ' 

* All pulmonary,' said Dr. Beaton. * I know 
the man you mean. He has been hanging 
about for a month, more or less, with no visible 
object. To tell the truth ' 

John Trevanion raised his hand instinctively. 
♦ I find,' he said, interrupting with a hurried 
precaution, * that he has been in hiding for 
some offence, and men have come after him 
here because of an envelope with the Highcourt 
stamp ' 

Here Dr. Beaton began, with a face of regret 
yet satisfaction, to nod his head, with that 
offensive air of * I knew it all the time,' which 
is more exasperating than any other form of 
remark. 

* The Highcourt stamp,' continued 
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Trevanion peremptorily, * and a direction written 
in my poor brother's hand.' 

* In your brother's hand I ' 

*I thought I should surprise you,' John 
said with a grim satisfaction. ^ I suppose it is 
according to the rules of the profession that so 
much time should have been let slip. I am 
very glad of it for my part. Whatever Keginald 
can have had to do with the fellow — something 
accidental, no doubt — it would have been dis-' 
agreeable to have his name mixed up I 

saw the man myself trying to make himself 
agreeable to Eosahnd.' 

' To Miss Trevanion ! ' cried the Doctor with 
evident dismay. ' Why, I thought ' 

* Oh, it was a very simple matter,' said John, 
interrupting again. ' He laid down some planks 
for her to cross the floods ; and the recomi- 
pense she gave him was to doubt whether 
he was a gentleman because he had paid 
her a compliment, which I must say struck 
me as a very modest attempt at a compli- 
ment.' 

' It was a tremendous piece of presumption,' 
said the Doctor with Scotch warmth. * I don't 
doubt Miss Bosalind's instinct was right, and 
that he was no gentleman. He had not the air 
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of it, in my opinion — a Kmp, hollow-eyed 
phthisical subject.' 

' But consumption does not spare even the 
cream of society, Doctor. It appears he must 
have had warning of the coming danger, for he 
seems to have got away.' 

' I thought as much ! ' said Dr. Beaton. ' I 
never expected to see more of him after — oh, 
I thought as much ! ' 

John Trevanion eyed the Doctor with a 
look that was almost threatening, but he said 
nothing more. Dr. Beaton, too, was on the 
eve of departure ; his occupation was gone, and 
his tete-a-tete with John Trevanion not very 
agreeable to either of them. But the parting 
was fiiendly on all sides. ' The Doctor do ex- 
press himself very nicely,' Dorrington said when 
he joined the company in the housekeeper's 
room, after having solemnly served the two 
gentlemen at dinner, 'about his stay having 
been agreeable and all that ; just what a gentle- 
man ought to say. There are medical men of 
all kinds, just as there are persons of all sorts in 
domestic service ; and the Doctor, he's one of 
the right sort.' 

' And a comfort, whatever ailed one, to 
know there was a doctor in the house, and as 
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you*d be right done by,' the housekeeper said, 
which was the general view in the servants' hall. 
These regions were, as may be supposed, deeply 
agitated. Eussell, one of the most important 
among them, had been sent forth weeping and 
vituperating, and the sudden departure of the 
family had left the household free to make every 
commentary, possible and impossible* Need- 
less to say that Madam's disappearance had but 
one explanation among them. In all circles 
the question would have been so decided by the 
majority; in the servants' hall there was 
imanimity : no one was bold enough to make a 
different suggestion ; and had it been made it 
would have been laughed to scorn* There were 
various stories told about her supposed lover, 
and several different suppositions current. 
Gentlemen of different appearances had been 
seen about the park by different spectators, 
and men in careful disguises had even been 
admitted into the house, some were certain. 
That new man who came to wind the clocks ? 
Why should a new man have been sent ? And 
he had white hands, altogether unlike the hands 
of one who worked for his living. The young 
man who had lived at the Eed Lion was not left 
out of the suspicions of the house, but he had 
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not so important a place there as he had in the 
mipd, for example, of Dr. Beaton, who had 
with grief and pain, but now not without a 
certain satisfaction, concluded upon his identity. 
The buzz and talk, and the whirl of suppositions 
and real or imaginary evidence, made a sort of 
reverberation through the house. Now and 
then, when doors were open and the household 
off their guard, which occurred not unfrequently 
in the extraordinary calm and leisure, the sounds 
of the eager voices were heard even as far as the 
library, in which John Trevanion sat with his 
papers, and sometimes eUcited from him a fiirious 
message full of bitterness and wrath. 'Can't 
you keep your subordinates quiet and your doors 
shut,' he said to Dorrington, ' instead of leaving 
them to disturb me with their infernal clatter 
and gossip ? ' 'I will see to it, sir,' said Dor- 
rington with dignity ; ' but as for what goes on 
in the servants' hall, I 'ear it only as you 'ear it 
yourself, sir/ John bade the over-fine butler ta 
go to — a personage who need not be named, 
to whom very fine persons go : and went on 
with his papers with a consciousness of all that 
was being said, the flutter of endless talk which 
before now must have blown abroad over all 
the country, and the false conclusions that 
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would be formed. He could not publish her 
letter in the same way — ^her letter, which said 
so much yet so little, which did not, alas, ex- 
plain anything. She had accepted the burden, 
fully knowing what it was, not deceiving her- 
self as to anything that was to follow ; but in 
such a case the first sufferer is scarcely so much 
to be pitied as the succeeding victims, who 
have all the misery of seeing the martyr miscon- 
strued and their own faith laughed at. There 
were times indeed when John Trevanion was 
not himself sure tlaat he had any faith, and felt 
himself incapable of striving any longer with 
the weight of probability against her which she 
had never attempted to remove or explain. 

He went through all the late Mr. Trevanion's 
papers without finding any light on the subject 
of his connection with Everard, or which could 
explain the fact of his letter to that person. 
Several letters from his bankers referred indeed 
to the payment of money at Liverpool, which 
was where the offender had lived, but this was 
too feint a light to be calculated upon. As the 
days went on, order came to a certain degree 
out of the confusion in John Trevanion's mind.' 
To be suddenly turned out of the easy existence 
ot a London bachelor about town, with his cosy 
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chambers and luxurious club, and made to 
assume the head and charge of a family so 
tragically abandoned, was an extraordinary 
effort for any man. It was a thing, could he 
have known it beforehand, which would have 
made him fly to the uttermost parts of the earth 
to avoid such a chaise ; but to have no choice 
simplifies matters, and the mind habituates 
itself instinctively to what it is compelled to do. 
He decided after much thought that it was 
better the family should not return to High- 
court. In the changed circumstances, and de- 
prived of maternal care and protection as they 
were, no woman about them more experienced 
than Eosalind, their return could not be other- 
wise than painful and embarrassing. He decided 
that they should remain with their aunt, having 
absolute confidence in her delighted acceptance 
of their guardianship. Sophy indeed was quite 
incapable of such a charge, but they had Eosa- 
lind, and they had the ordinary trahitions by 
which such families are guided- They would, 
he thought, come to no harm. Mrs. Lennox 
lived in the neighbourhood of Clifton, far 
enough off to avoid any great or general know- 
ledge of the family tragedy. The majority of 
the servants were consequently dismissed, and 

2 
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Highcourt, with its windows all closed and its 
Abimneys all but smokeless, fell back into 
silence, and stood amid its park and fine trees, 
a habitation of the dead. 

It was not xmtil he had done this that John 
Trevanion carried her step-mother's letter to 
Rosalind, He had a very agitating interview 
with her on the day of his arrival at the Limes, 
which was the suburban appellation of Sophy's 
house. He had to bear the artillery of anxious 
looks during dinner, and to avoid as he could 
his sister's questions, which were not over wise, 
as to what he had heard, and what he thought, 
and what people were saying ; and it was not 
till the evening, when the children were dis- 
posed of, and Sophy herself had retired, that 
RosaUnd, putting her hand within his arm^ drew 
him to the small library, in which Mrs. Lennox 
allowed the gentlemen to ' make themselves 
comfortable,' as she said, tolerating tobacco, 
*I know you have something to say to me. 
Uncle John — something that you could not say 
before — them all.' 

' Little to say, but ^ something to give you, 
Rosalind.' She recognised her step-mother's 
handwriting in a moment, though it was, as we 
have said, Uttle remarkable, and with a cry of 
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agitated pleasure threw herself upon it. It was 
a bulky letter, not like that which he had him- 
self received, but when it was opened was found 
to contain a long and particular code of direc- 
tions about the children, and only a small 
accompanying note. This Eosalind read with 
an eagerness which made her cheeks glow. 

* My Eosalind, I am sometimes glad to think 
now that you are not mine, and never can have 
it said to you that your mother is not — as other 
mothers are. Sophy and little Amy are not so 
fortunate. You must make it up to them, my 
darhng, by being everything to them — better 
than I could have been. And when people see 
what you are they will forget me. 

* That is not to say, my dearest, that you 
are to give up your faith in me* For the 
moment all is darkness — perhaps will always be 
darkness, all my life. There are cases that may 
occur in which I shall be able to tell you every- 
thing, but what would that matter so long as 
your father's prohibition stands? My heart 

j^rrows sick when I think that in no case 

But we will not dwell upon that. My own 
(though you are not my own), remember me^ 
love me. I am no more unworthy of it than 
other women are. I have written down all I 
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can think of about the children. You will no 
doubt have dismissed Eussell, but after a time 
I almost think she should be taken back, for 
she loves the children. She always hated me, 
but she loves them. If you can persuade your- 
self to do it, take her back. Love is too 
precious to be lost. I am going away from you 
all very quietly, not permitting myself to reflect. 
When you think of me, beheve that I am doing 
all I can to live — to live long enough to see my 
children again. My darling, my own child, I 
will not say good-bye to you, but only God bless 
you ; and till -we meet again, 

' Your true 

'Mother and Friend.' 

' My true mother,' Kosahnd said, with the 
tears in her eyes, ' my dearest friend ! Oh> 
Uncle John, was there ever any such misery 
before? Was it ever so vuth any woman? 
Were children ever made wretched like this, 
and forced to suffer ? And why should it fall 
to our share ? ' 

John Trevanion shook his head, pondering 
over the letter, and over the long, perfectly 
calm, most minute, and detailed instructions 
which accompanied it. There was nothing left 



MADAM. 23 

out or forgotten in these instructions. She must 
have spent the night putting down every little 
detail — the smallest as well as the greatest. The 
writing of the letter to Eosalind showed a little 
trembling ; a tear had fallen on it at one spot ; 
but the longer paper showed nothing of the 
kind. It was as clear and steady as the many 
manuscripts from the same hand which he had 
looked over among his brother's papers ; state- 
ments of financial operations, of farming, of 
improvements. " She had put down all the 
necessary precautions to be taken for her 
children in the same way, noting all their pecu- 
Uarities for the guidance of the young sister 
who was hereafter to have the charge of them. 
This document filled the man with the utmost 
wonder. Eosalind took it a great deal more 
easily. To her it was natural that her mother 
should give these instructions ; they were of the 
highest importance to herself in her novel 
position, and she understood perfectly that 
Madam would be aware of the need of them, 
and that to make some provision for that need 
would be one of the first things to occur to her. 
But John Trevanion contemplated the paper 
from a very difierent point of view. That a 
woman so outraged and insulted as (if she were 
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innocent) she must feel herself to be, should 
pause on the eve erf her departure from every- 
thing dear to her, from honour and considera- 
tion, her home and her place among her peers; 
to write about Johnny's tendency to croup and 
Amy's readiness to catch cold, was to him more 
marvellous than almost anything that had gone 
before. He lingered over it, reading mechanically 
all those simple directions. A woman at peace, he 
thought, might have done it, one who knew no 
trouble more profound than a child's cough or 
chilblains. But this woman — in the moment of 
her anguish — before she disappeared into the 
darkness of the distant world ! * I do not 
understand it at alV he said as he put it down. 

'Oh,' cried Eosalind, *who could understand 
it ? I think papa must have been mad j he 
must have been mad. Are not bad wills some- 
times broken. Uncle John ? ' 

* Not such a will as this. He had a right 
to leave his money as he pleased.' 

' But if we were all to join — if we were to 
show the mistake, the dreadful mistake, he had 
made ' 

' What* mistake ? You could prove that 
your step-mother was no common woman, Rosa- 
lind» A thing like this is astounding to me* 



I don't know how slie could do it. You might 
prove that she had the power to make foola of 
you and me. But you could prove nothing 
more, my dear. Your father knew something 
more than we know. It might be no mistake ; 
he might have very good reason. Even this 
letter, though it makes you cry, explains 
nothing, EosaUnd.' 

* I want nothing explained,' cried the girl. 
'Do you think I have any doubt of her? I 
could not bear that she. should explain— as if I 
did not know what she is ! But, Uncle John, 
let us all go together to the judge that can do 
it, and tell him everything, and get him to 
break the will.' 

* The judge who can do that is not to be 
found in Westminster, Eosalind. It must be 
one that sees into the heart. I believe in her 
too — without any reason — but to take it to law 
would only be to make our domestic misery a 
little better known.' 

Eosalind looked at him with large eyes full 
of light and excitement. She felt strong enough 
to defy the world. ' Do you mean to say that 
whatever happens, though we could prove what 
we know of her, that she is the best, the best 
woman in the world ? ' 
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* Were she as pure as ice, as chaste as snow, 
there is nothing to be done. Your father does 
not say, because of this or that. What he say^ 
is absolute. If she continues with the children, 
or in communication with them, they lose 
everything.' 

' Then let us lose everything,' cried Eosalind 
in her excitement ; ' rather be poor and work 
for our bread, than lose our mother.' 

John Trevanion shook his head. ' She has 
already chosen,' he said. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

EussELL left Highcourt in such wild commotion 
of mind and temper, such rage, grief, compunc* 
tion, and pain, that she was incapable of any 
real perception of what had happened, and did 
not realise, until the damp air blowing in her 
face as she hurried across the park, sobbing and 
crying aloud, and scarcely able to keep herself 
from screaming, brought back her scattered 
faculties, either what it was that she had been 
instrumental in doing, or what she had brought 
upon herself. She did not now understand 
what it was that had happened to Madam, 
though she had a kind of vindictive joy, mingled 
with that sinking of the heart which those not 
altogether hardened to human siiflfering feel in 
regarding a catastrophe brought about by their 
means, in the thought that she had brought 
illimitable, irremediable harm to her mistress, 
whom she had always hated. She had done 
this whatever might come of it, and even in the 
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thrill of her nerves that owned a human horror 
of this calamity, there was a fierce exhilaration 
of success in having triumphed over her enemy. 
But perhaps she had never wi«hed, never 
thought of so complete a triumph. The desire 
of revenge, which springs so naturally in the 
undisciplined mind, and is so hot and reckless 
in its efforts to harm its object, has most 
generally no fixed intention, but only a vague 
wish to injure or rather punish ; for Eussell to 
her own consciousness was inspired by the 
highest moral sentiment, and meant only to 
bring retribution on the wicked and to open the 
eyes of a man who was deceived. She did not 
understand what had really occurred, but the 
fact that she had ruined her mistress was at the 
same time terrible and delightful to her. She 
did not mean so much as that : but no doubt 
Madam had been found out more wicked than 
was supposed, and her heart swelled with pride 
and a gratified sense of importance even while 
she trembled. But the consequences to herself 
were such as she had never foreseen, and for the 
moment overwhelmed her altogether. She wept 
hysterically as she hurried to the village, 
stumbling over the inequalities of the path, wild 
with sorrow and anger. She had meant to 
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remain in Madam's service, though she had done 
all she could to destroy her. She thought 
nothing less than that life would go on without 
much visible alteration, and that she herself, 
because there was nobody like her, would 
necessarily remain with the children to whom 
her care was indispensable. She had brought 
them all up from their birth. She had devoted 
herself to them, and felt her right in them 
almost greater than their mother's. *My 
children,' she said, as the butler said * my plate,' 
and the housemaid *my grates and carpets.' 
She spent her whole life with them, whereas it 
is only a part of hers that the most devoted 
mother can give. The woman, though she was 
cruel and hard-hearted in one particular, was 
in this as tender and sensitive as the most gentle 
and feminine of women. She loved the children 
with passion. The idea that they could be torn 
away from her had never entered her mind. 
What would they do without her? The two 
little ones were delicate : they required constant 
care ; without her own attention she felt sure 
they never could be ' reared ' : and to be driven 
from them at a moment's notice, without time 
to say good-bye ! Sobs came from her breast, 
convulsive and hysterical, as she rushed along. 
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* Oh, my children!' she cried, under her breath, 
as if it were she who had been robbed, and who 
refused to be comforted. She passed someone 
on the way, who stopped astonished, to look 
after her, but whom she could scarcely see 
through the mist of her tears, and at last, with 
a great effort, subduing the passionate sounds 
that had been bursting from her, she hurried 
through the nearest comer of the village to her 
mother's house, and there, flinging herself down 
upon a chair, gave herself up to all the violence 
of that half artificial, half involuntary transport 
known as hysterics. Her mother was old, and 
beyond such violent emotions, but though 
greatly astonished she was not unacquainted 
with the manifestation. She got up from the 
big chair in which she was seated, tottering a 
little, and hurried to her daughter, getting hold 
of and smoothing out her clenched fingers. 

* Dear, dear, now, what be the matter ? * she 
said soothingly ; * Sarah, Sarah, come and look 
to your poor sister. What's come to her, 
what's come to her, the poor dear? Lord bless 
us, but she do look bad. Fetch a drop of 
brandy quick ; that's the best thing to bring 
her round.' 

When Eussell had been made to swallow 
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the brandy, and had exhausted herself and 
brought her mother and sister into accord with 
her partial frenzy, she permitted herself to be 
brought round. She sat up wildly while still in 
their hands, and stared about her as if she did 
not know where she was. Then she seized her 
mother by the arm ; * I have been sent away/ 
she said. 

* Sent away 1 She's off of her head still, poor 
dear 1 Sent away, when they can't move hand 
nor foot without you ! ' 

' That's not so now, mother. It's all true. 
I've been all the same as turned out of the 
house, and by her as I nursed and thought of 
most of all; her as was like my very own; 
Miss Kosalind ! Oh I ' and Eussell showed in- 
clination to ' go off ' again, which the assistants 
resisted by promptly taking possession of her 
two arms, and opening the hands which she 
would have clenched if she could. 

* There now, deary ; there now ! don't you 
excite yourself. You're among them that 
wishes you well here.' 

'Oh, I know that, mother. But Miss 
Rosalind, she's as good as taken me by the 
shoulders and put me out of the house, and 
took my children from me as I've brought up ; 
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and what am I to do without my babies ? Oh^ 
oh I I wish I had never been born/ 

^ I hope youVe got your wages and board 
wages, and something over to make up P You 
ought to have that/ said the sister, who was a 
woman of good sense, Eussell, indeed, had 
sufficient command of herself to nod in assent- 

•And your character safe?' said the old 
woman. ' I will say that for you, deary, that 
you have always been respectable. And what- 
ever it is that's happened, so long as it's nothing 
again your character, you'll get another place 
fast enough. I don't hold with staying too long 
in one family. You'd just like to stick there 
for ever.' 

' Oh, don't speak to me about new places. 
My children as I've brought up ! It has 
nothing to do with me ; it's all because I told 
master of Madam's goings on. And he's beeix 
and put her away in his will — and right too. 
And Miss Rosalind, that always was unnatural, 
that took to that woman more than to her aiint, 
or me, or anyone, she jumps up to defend 
Madam, and " go out of the house, woman ! " 
and stamping with her foot, and going on like 
a fury. And my little Ma9ter Johnny, that 
would never go to nobody but me! Oh, 
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mother, 111 die of it, I'll die of it — my children 
that I've brought up ! ' 

'I've told you all,' said the old woman, 
' never you meddle with the quality. It can't 
come to no good.' She had given up her 
ministrations, seeing that her patient had come 
round, and retired calmly to her chair. 
* Madam's goings on was no concern of yours. 
You ought to have known that When a poor 
person puts herself in the way of a rich person, 
it's always her as goes to the wall.' 

Of these maxims the mother delivered her- 
self deliberately as she sat twirling her thumbs. 
The sister, who was the mistress of the cottage, 
showed a little more sympathy. 

' As long as you've got your board wages,' 
she said, ^and a somethin' to make up. 
Mother's right enough, but I'll allow as it's hard 
to do. They're all turned topsy-turvy at the 
Red Lion about Madam's young man — ^him as 
all this business was about.' 

' What's about him ? ' cried Russell, for the 
first time with real energy raising her head. 

* It turns out as he's robbed his masters in 
Liverpool,' said Sarah, with the perfect coolness 
of a rustic spectator ; 'just what was to be ex- 
pected ; and the detectives is after him. He was 
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here yesterday, I'll take my oath, but now he's 
gone, and there's none can find him. There's 
a reward of ' 

*ril find him,' cried Eussell, springing to 
her feet. ' I'll track him. I'm good for nothing 
now in a common way ; I cannot rest — I can- 
not settle to needlework or that sort.' She was 
fastening her cloak as she spoke and tying on 
her bonnet. ' I've heaps of mending to do, for 
I never had a moment's time to think of myself, 
but only of them that have showed no more 

gratitude My heart's broke, that's what 

it is. I can't settle down ; but here's one thing 
I'm just in a humour to do — ^I'll track him 
out.' 

'Lord, Lizzie ! what are you thinking of it? 
You don't know no more than Adam what way 
they're gone, or aught about him.' 

' And if you'll take my advice, deary,' said 
the old woman, ' you'll neither make nor meddle 
with the quality. Eight or wrong, it's always 
the poor folk as go to the wall.' 

' I'll track him, that's what I'll do ; I'm just 
in the humour for that,' cried Eussell, savagely. 
' Don't stop me ! What do I care for a bit of 
money to prove as I'm right ? I'll go, and I'll 
find them. Providence will put me on the right 
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way. Providence '11 help me to find all that 
villainy out/ 

' But, Lizzie ! stop and have a bit to eat, at 
least. Don't go off like that, without even a 
cup of tea * 

' Oh, don't speak to me about, cups of tea I ' 
Eussell rushed at her mother and dabbed a 
hurried kiss upon her old cheek. She waved 
her hand to her sister, who stood open-mouthed, 
wondering at her, and finally rushed out in 
an excitement and energy which contrasted 
strangely with her previous prostration. The 
two rustic spectators stood gazing after her 
with consternation. 'She was always one as 
had no patience,' said the mother at last. ' And 
without a bit of dinner or a glass of beer or 
anything,' said Sarah. After that they returned 
to their occupations and closed the cottage door. 

Eussell rushed forth to the railway station, 
which was at least a mile from the village. She 
was transported out of herself with excitement, 
misery, a sense of wrong, a sense of remorse — 
all the conflicting passions which the crisis had 
brought. To prove to herself that her suspicions 
were justified about Madam was in reality as 
strong a motive in her mind as the fierce desire 
of revenge upon her mistress which drove her 
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nearly frantic ; and she had that wild confidence 
in chance, and indifference to reason, which are 
at once the strength and weakness of the un- 
educated. She would get on the track some- 
how ; she would find them somehow — Madam's 
young man and Madam herself. She would 
give him up to justice and shame the woman 
for whose sak^ she had been driven forth. And, 
as it happened, Kussell, taking her ticket for 
London, found herself in the same carriage with 
the man who had come in search of the stranger 
at the Red Lion, and acquired an amount of 
information and communicated a degree of zeal 
which stimulated the search on both sides. 
When they parted in town she was provided 
with an address to which to telegraph instantly 
on finding any trace of the fugitives, and flung 
herself upon the great unknown world of London 
with a faith and a virulence which were equally 
violent. She did not know where to go nor 
what to do; she had very little acquaintance 
with London. The Trevanions had a town 
house in a street near Berkeley Square, 
and all that she knew was the immediate 
neighbourhood of that dignified centre — 
of all places in the world least likely to 
shelter the fugitives. . She went there, however, 
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in her helplessness, and carried consternation to 
the bosom of the charwoman in charge, who 
took in the strange intelligence vaguely, and 
gaped and hoped as it wasn't true. ^ So many 
things is said, and few of 'em ever comes true,' 
this philosophical observer said. *But I've 
come out of the middle of it, and I know it's 
true, every word,' she almost shrieked in her 
excitement. The charwoman was a little hard 
of hearing. ' We'll hope as it '11 all turn out 
lies — they mostly does,' she said. This was 
but one of many rebuffs the woman met with. 
She had spent more than a week wandering 
about London, growing haggard and thin ; her 
respectable clothes growing shabby, her eyes 
wild — the want of proper sleep and proper food 
making a hollow-eyed spectre of the once 
smooth and dignified upper servant — when she 
was unexpectedly rewarded for all her pangs 
and exertions by meeting Jane one morning, 
sharply and suddenly, turning round a corner. 
The two women paused by a mutual impulse, 
and then one cried, * What are you doing here ? ' 
and the other, grasping her finuly by the arm, 
' I've caught you at last ! ' 

' Caught me ! Were you looking for me ? 
What do you want ? Has anything happened 
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tQ the children?' Jane cried, beginning to 
tremble. 

* The children ! How dare you take their 
names in your mouth — ^you as is helping to 
ruin and shame them? I'll not let you go 
now I've got you ; oh, don't think it ! I'll 
stick to you till I get a policeman.' 

' A pohceman to me I ' cried poor Jane, who, 
not knowing what mysterious powers the law 
might have, trembled more and more. 'I've 
done nothing,' she said. 

' But them as you are with has done a deal,' 
cried Russell. 'Where is that young man? 
Oh, I know — I know what he's been and done. 
I have took an oath on my Bible that I'll track 
him out. If I'm to be driven from my place 
and my dear children for Madam's sake, she 
shall just pay for it, I can tell you. You thought 
I'd put up with it, and do nothing, but a worm 
will turn. I've got it in my power to publish 
her shame, and I'll do it. I know a deal more 
than I knew when I told master of her goings 
on. But now I've got you I'll stick to you, and 
them as you're with, and I'll have my revenge ! ' 
Eussell cried, her wild eyes flaming, her hag- 
gard cheeks flushing; 'I'll have my revenge. 
Ah!' 
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She paused here with a cry of consternation, 
alarm, dismay ; for there stepped out of a shop 
hard by Madam herself, and laid a hand sud- 
denly upon her arm. 

' Eussell,' she said, * I am sorry they have 
sent you away ; I know you love the children/ 
At this a convulsive movement passed across 
her face, which sent through the trembling awe- 
stricken woman a sympathetic shudder. They 
were one in this deprivation, though they were 
enemies. ' You have always hated me — ^I do 
not know why ; but you love the children. I 
would not have removed you from them. I 
have written to Miss Eosalind to bid her have 
you back when — when she is calmer. And 
you that have done me so much harm, what do 
you want with me ? ' said Madam, looking with 
the pathetic smile which threw such a strange 
light upon her utterly pale face, upon this 
ignorant pursuer. 

*I've come — I've come ' she gasped, 

and then stood trembling, unable to articulate, 
holding herself up by the grasp she had taken 
with such different intentions of Jane's arm, and 
gazing wdth her hollow eyes with a sort of fas- 
cination upon the lady whom at last she had 
hunted down. 
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' I think she is fainting,' Madam said. ' What- 
ever she wants, she has outdone her strength/ 
There was a compassion in the tone which, in 
Eussell's weakened state, went through and 
through her. Her mistress took her gently by 
the other arm, and led her into the shop she had 
just left. Here they brought her wine and 
something to eat, of which she had the greatest 
need. ' My poor woman,' said Madam, ' your 
search for me was vain, for Mr. John Trevanion 
knows where to find me at any moment. You 
have done me all the harm one woman could do 
another ; what could you desire more ? But I 
forgive you for my children's sake. Go back, 
and Eosalind will take you again, because you 
love them. And take care of my darlings, 
Eussell,' she said, with that inefiable smile of 
anguish ; ' say no ill to them of their mother.' 

' Oh, Madam, kill me ! ' Eussell cried. 

That was the last that was seen in England of 
Madam Trevanion. The woman, overcome with 
passion, remorse, and long fasting and misery^ 
fainted outright at her mistress's feet ; and when 
she came to herself the lady and her maid were 
both gone, and were seen by her no more. 



MADAM. 41 



CHA.PTER XXVi. 

There is nothing more strange in all the 
experiences of humanity than the manner in 
which a great convulsion either in nature or in 
human history ceases after a while to affect the 
world. Grass grows and flowers wave over the 
soil which an earthquake has rent asunder; 
and the lives of men are similarly torn in twain 
without leaving a much more permanent result. 
The people whom we see one year crushed by 
some great blow, when the next has come have 
begun to pursue their usual course again. This 
means no infideUty of nature, no forgetting : but 
only the inevitable progress by which the world 
keeps going. There is no trouble, however 
terrible, that does not yield to the touch of time. 
Some two years after these events Eosalind 
Trevonion felt herself, almost against her will, 
emerging out of the great shadow which had 
overwhelmed her life. She had been for a 
time swallowed up in the needs of the family, 
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all her powers demanded for the rearrangement 
of life on its new basis, and everything less 
urgent banished from her. But by degrees the 
most unnatural arrangements fall into the calm 
of habit, the most unlooked-for duties become 
things of every day. Long before the period 
at which this history resumes, it had ceased to 
be wonderful to anyone that Eosalind should 
take her place as head of the desolated house. 
She assumed unconsciously that position of 
sister-mother which is one of the most touch- 
ing and beautiful' that exist, with the ease 
which necessity brings — not asking how she 
could do it, but doing it ; as did the bystanders 
who criticise every course of action and dictate 
what can and what cannot be done, but who all 
accepted her in her new duties with a composure 
which soon made everybody forget how strange," 
how unlikely to the girl those duties were. 
The disappearance of the mother, the breaking 
up of the house, was no doubt a nine days' 
wonder, and gave occasion in the immediate 
district for endless discussions ; but the wonder 
died out as every wonder dies out. Outside of 
the county it was but vaguely known, and to 
those who professed to tell the details with 
authority there was but a dull response : natural 
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sentiment at a distance being all against the 
possibility that anything so extraordinary and 
odious could be true. ' You may depend upon 
it a woman who was going to behave so at the 
end must have shown signs of it from the 
beginning/ people said, and the propagation of 
the rumour was thus seriously discouraged. 
Mrs. Lennox, though she was not wise, had 
enough of good sense and good feeling not to 
tell even to her most intimate friends the 
circumstances of her sister-in-law's disappear- 
ance ; and this not so much for Madam's sake 
as for that of her brother, whose extraordinary 
will appeared to her simple understanding so 
great a shame and scandal that she kept it 
secret for Eeginald's sake. Indeed all she did 
in the matter was for Eeginald's sake. She 
did not entertaiu the confidence in Madam 
with which Eosalind and John enshrined the 
fugitive. To BosaUnd Mrs. Lennox said little 
on the subject, with a respect for the girl's 
innocence which persons of superior age and 
experience are not always restrained by ; but 
that John, a man who knew the world, should 
go on as he did was a thing which exasperated 
his sister. How he could persuade himself of 
Mrs. Trevanion's innocence was a thing she 
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could not explain. Why, what could it be? 
she asked herself angrily. Everybody knows 
that the wisest of men or women are capable 
of going wrong for one cause ; but what other 
could account for the flight of a woman, of a 
mother from her children, the entire disappear- 
ance of her out of all the scenes of her former 
life? When her brother told her that there 
was no help for it, that in the interests of her 
children Madam was compelled to go away. 
Aunt Sophy said ' Stuff! ' What was a woman 
good for if she could not find some means of 
eluding such a monstrous stipulation? 'Do 
you think I would have minded him? I 
should have disguised myself, hidden about, 
done anything rather than desert my family,' 
she cried; and when it was suggested to her 
that Madam was too honourable, too proud, too 
high-minded to deceive, Sophy said nothing but 
' Stuff! ' again. ' Do you think anything in the 
world would make me abandon my children — 
if I had any ? ' she cried. But though she was 
angry with John and impatient of fiosalind, she 
kept the secret. And after a time all audible 
comments on the subject died away. 'There 
is something mysterious about the matter,' 
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people said ; ' I believe Mrs. Trevanion is still 
living.' And then it began to be believed that 
she was ill and obliged to travel for her health, 
which was the best suggestion that could have 
been made. 

And Eosalind gradually, but nevertheless 
fully, came out of the shadow of that blighting 
aloud. What is there in human misery which 
can permanently crush a heart under twenty? 
Nothing, at least save the last and most intoler- 
able of personal losses, and even then only in 
the case of a passionate undisciplined soul or a 
feeble body. Youth will overcome everything 
if it has justice, and fresh air and occupation. 
And Eosalind made her way out of all the 
ways of gloom and misery to the sky and 
sunshine. Her memory had indeed an ipdelible 
scar upon it at that place. She could not tiu:n 
back and think of the extraordinary mystery 
and anguish of that terrible moment without a 
convulsion of the heart, and sense that all the 
foundations of the earth had been shaken. 
But happily, at her age there is not much need 
of turning back upon the past. She shivered 
when the momentary recollection crossed her 
mind, but could always throw it off and come 
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back to the present, to the future, which are 
always so much more congenial. 

This great catastrophe, which made a sort 
of chasm between her and her former hfe, had 
given a certain maturity to Eosalind. At twenty 
she had already much of the dignity, the self- 
possession, the seriousness of a more advanced 
age. She had something of the air of a young 
married woman, a young mother, developed by 
the early experiences of life. The mere fresh- 
ness of girlhood, even when it is most exquisite, 
has a less perfect charm than this : and the fact 
that Eosalind was still a girl notwithstanding 
the sweet and noble gravity of her responsible 
position, added to her an exceptional charm. 
She was supposed by most people to be five 
years at least older than she was : and she waa 
the mother of her brothers and sisters, at once 
more and less than a mother; perhaps less 
anxious, perhaps more indulgent, not old 
enough to perceive with the same clearness 
or from the same point of view, seeing from 
the level of the children more than perhaps a 
mother can. To see her with her little brother 
in her lap was the most lovely of pictures. 
Something more exquisite even than maternity 
was in this virgin-motherhood. She was a 
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better type of the second mother than any 
wife. This made a sort of halo aromid the 
young creature who had so many responsibili- 
ties. But yet in her heart Rosalind was only a 
girl ; the other half of her had not progressed 
beyond where it was before that great crisis. 
There was within her a sort of decisive consci- 
ousness of the apparent maturity which she 
had thus acquired, and she only such a child — • 
a girl at heart ! 

In this profound girlish soul of hers which 
was her very self, while the other was more or 
less the product of circumstances, it still oc- 
curred to Eosalind now and then to wonder 
how it was that she had never had a lover. 
Even this was meant in a manner of her own. 
Miss Trevanion of Highcourt had not been 
without fiuitors: men who had admired her 
beauty or her position. But these were not at 
all what she meant by a lover. She meant 
—what an imaginative girl means when such 
a thought crosses her mind. She meant — 
Eomeo : or perhaps Hamlet, had love been re- 
stored to the possibilities of that noblest of all 
disenchanted souls— or even such a symbol as 
Sir Kenneth. She wondered whether it would 
ever be hers to find wandering about the world 
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the other part of her, him who would under- 
stand every thought and feeling, him to whom 
it would be needless to speak or to explain, 
who would know ; him for whom mighty love 
would cleave in twain the burden of a single 
pain, and part it, giving half to him. The 
world, she thought, could not hold together as 
it did under the heavens, had it ceased to be 
possible that men and women should meet 
each other so. But such a meeting had never 
occurred yet in Eo8alind*s experience, and see- 
ing how conmion it was, how invariable an 
occurrence in the experience of all maidens of 
poetry and fiction, the failure occasioned her 
always a little surprise. Had she never seen 
anyone, met about the world any form in which 
she could embody such a possibility? She did 
not put this question to herself plainly, but 
there was in her imagination a sort of involun- 
tary answer to it, or rather the ghost of an 
answer, which would sometimes make itself 
known, from without, she thought, more than 
fi'om within — as if a face had suddenly looked 
at her, or a whisper been breathed in her ear. 
She did not give any name to this vision or 
endeavour to identify it. 

But imagination is obstinate and not to be 
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quenched, and in inadvertent nioments she half 
acknowledged to herself that it had a being 
and a name. Who or what he was indeed she 
could not tell : but sometimes in her imagina- 
tion the remembered tone of a voice would 
thrill her ears, or a pair of eyes would look 
into hers. This recollection or imagination 
would flash upon her at the most inappropriate 
moments : sometimes when she was busy with 
her semi- maternal cares, or fiiU of household 
occupation which left her thoughts free, 
moments when she was without defence. In- 
deed temptation would come upon her in this 
respect from the most innocent quarter, from 
her httle brother who looked up at her with 
eyes that were like the eyes of her dream. 
Was that why he had become her darling, her 
chief favourite among the children ? Oh no ; 
it was because he was the youngest, the baby, 
the one to whom a mother ^vas most of all 
wanting. Aunt Sophy, indeed, who was so 

fond of finding out likenesses, had said 

-And there was a certain truth in it. Johnny's 
eyes were very large and dark, shining out of 
the paleness of his little face ; he was a delicate 
child, or perhaps only a pale-faced child look- 
ing delicate, for there never was anything the 
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matter with him. His eyes were very large 
for a child, appearing so perhaps because he 
was himself so little ; a child of fine organisa- 
tion, with the most delicate pure complexion, 
and blue veins showing distinctly through the 
delicate tissue of his skin. Bosalind felt a sort 
of dreamy bliss come over her when Johnny 
fixed his great soft eyes upon her, looking up 
with a child's devout attention. She loved the 
child dearly, was not that enough ? And then 
there was the suggestion. Likenesses are very 
curious ; they are so arbitrary, no one can tell 
how they come ; there was a likeness, she ad- 
mitted to herself: and then wondered, half 
wishing it, half angry with herself for the idea, 
whether perhaps it was the likeness to her 
little brother which had impressed the face of 
a stranger so deeply upon her dreams. 

Who was he ? Where did he come from ? 
Where all this Ibng time for these many months 
had he gone ? If it was because of her he had 
come to the village, how strange that he should 
.never have appeared again ! It was impos- 
sible it could have been for her; yet if not 
for her, for whom could he have come ? She 
asked herself these questions so often that her 
vision gradually lost identity and became a tra- 
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dition, an abstraction, the true lover after whom 
she had been wondering. She endowed him 
with all the qualities which girls most dearly 
prize. She talked to him upon every subject 
under heaven. In all possible emergencies 
that arose to her fancy, he came and stood by 
her and helped her. No real man is ever so 
noble, so tender, so generous as such an ideal 
man can be. And Eosalind forgot altogether 
that she had asked herself whether it was 
certain that he was a gentleman, the original 
of this shadowy figure which had got into her 
imagination she scarcely could tell how. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

Mrs. Lennox's house was not a great country 
house Uke Highcourt. It was within a mile of 
Clifton, a pretty house, set in pretty grounds 
with a few fields about it, and space enough to 
permit of a sufficient but modest establishment, 
horses and dogs, and pets in any number to 
satisfy the children. Reginald, indeed, when 
he came home for the holidays, somewhat 
scofied at the limited household, and declared 
that there was scarcely room to breathe. For 
the young master of Highcoiut everything was 
small and shabby, but as his hohdays were 
broken by visits to the houses of his school- 
fellows, where young Mr. Trevanion of High- 
court had many things in his favour, and as he 
thus managed to get as much shooting and 
hunting and other delights as a schoolboy can 
indulge in, he was on the whole gracious 
enough to Aunt Sophy and Rosalind, and their 
limited ways. The extraordinary changes that 



MADAM. 53^ 

followed his father's death had produced a 
curious effect upon the boy; there had been 
indeed a moment of impulse in which he had 
declared his intention of standing by his mother, 
but a fuller understanding of all that was" 
involved had summarily checked this. The 
youthful imagination, when roused by the 
thought of wealth and importance, is as in- 
satiable in these points as it is when inflamed 
by the thirst for pleasure, and it is perhaps 
more difficult to give up or consent to modify 
greatness which you have never had, but have 
hoped for, than to give up an actual possession. 
Eeginald had felt his importance as his father's 
heir so much, that the idea of depriving himself 
of it for the sake of his mother brought a sudden 
damp and chill all over his energies. He was 
silent when he heard what a sacrifice was 
necessary, even though it was a sacrifice in 
imagination only, the reality being unknown to 
him. And from that moment the thing re- 
markable in him was that he had never men- 
tioned his mother's name. 

With the other children this effect had at 
the end of the year been almost equally 
attained, but by degrees ; they had ceased to 
refer to her as they had ceased to refer to their 
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father. Both parents seemed to have died 
together to these little ones. The one hke the 
other faded as the dead do out of their personal 
sphere, and ceased to have any place in their 
life. They said Kosalind now, when they used 
to say mamma. But with Eeginald the effect 
was different — ^young though he was, in his 
schoolboy sphere he had a certain knowledge 
of the world. He knew that it was something 
intolerable when a fellow's family was in every- 
body's mouth, when his mother was discussed 
and talked of, and there was a sort of half-fury 
against her in his mind for subjecting him to 
this. The pangs which a proud boy feels in 
such circumstances are difficult to fathom, for 
their force is aggravated by the fact that he 
never betrays them. The result was that he 
never mentioned her, never asked a question, 
put on a mien of steel when anything was said 
which so much as suggested her existence, and 
from the moment of his departure from High- 
court, ignored altogether the name and possi- 
bility of a mother ; he was angry with the very 
name. 

Sophy was the only one who caused a little 
embarrassment now and then by her recollec- 
tions of the past life of Highcourt and the 
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household there. But Sophy was not favour- 
able to her mother, which is a strange thing to 
say, and had no lingering tenderness to smother ; 
she even went so far now and then as to launch 
a jibe at Eosalind on the subject of mamma. 
As for the little ones they already remembered 
her no more. The Elms, which was the subur- 
ban title of Mrs. Lennox's small domain, became 
the natural centre of their little lives, and they 
forgot the greater and more spacious house in 
which they were bom. And now that the 
second year was nearly accomplished since the 
catastrophe happened, natural gaiety and con- 
solation had come back. EosaUnd went out to 
such festivities as offered. She spent a few 
weeks in London, and saw a little of society. 
The cloud had roUed away from her young 
horizon, leaving only a dimness and mist of 
softened tears. And the Elms was, in its way, 
a little centre of society. Aunt Sophy was very 
hospitable. She liked the pleasant commotion 
of life around her, and she was pleased to feei 
the stir of existence which the presence of a 
girl brings to such a house. Eosalind was not 
a beauty so remarkable as to draw admirers 
and suitors from every quarter of the compass. 
These are rare in life, though we are grateful 
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to meet so many of them in navels ; but she 
was extremely pleasant to look upon, fair and 
&weet as so many English girls are, with a face 
full of feeling, and enough of understanding 
and poetry to give it something of an ideal 
charm. And though it was, as we have said, 
the wonder of her life that she had never, like 
young ladies in novels, had a lover, yet she was 
not without admiration nor without suitors, 
quite enough to maintain her self-respect and 
position in the world. 

One of these was the young Hamerton who 
was a visitor at Highcourt at the opening of 
this history. He was the son of another county 
family of the Highcourt neighbourhood; not 
the eldest son indeed, but still not altogether to 
be ranked among the detrimentals, since he was 
to have his mother's money, a very respectable 
fortune. And he was by way of being a bar- 
rister, although not so unthoughtful of the 
claims of others as to compete for briefs with 
men who had more occasion for them. He had 
come to Clifton for the hunting, not perhaps 
without a consciousness of Eosalind's vicinity. 
He had not shown at all during the troubles at 
Highcourt or for some time after, being too 
much disturbed and alarmed by his own dis- 
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CO very to approach the sorrowful family. But 
by degrees this feeling wore off, and a girl who 
was under Mrs. Lennox's wing, and who, after 
all, was not * really the daughter ' of the erring 
woman, would have been most unjustly treated 
had she been allowed to suffer in consequence 
of the mystery attached to Madam Trevanion 
and her disappearance from the world. Mrs. 
Lennox had known Eoland Hamerton's father 
as well as Eosalind knew himself. The families 
had grown up together, calling each other by 
their Christian names, on that preliminary 
brother and sister footing which is so apt with 
opportunity to grow into something closer. 
And Eoland had always thought EosaUnd the 
prettiest girl about. When he got over the 
shock of the Highcourt mystery his heart had 
come back to her with a bound. And if he 
came to CUfton for the hunting instead of to 
any other centre, it was with a pleasant recol- 
lection that the Elms was within, walking 
distance, and that there he was always hkely 
to find agreeable occupation for ' off' days. 
On such occasions, and even on days which 
were not * off' days, he would come, sometimes 
to luncheon, sometimes in the afternoon, with 
the very frequent consequence of sending off a 
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message to Clifton for ' his things/ and staying 
all night. He was adopted, in short, as a sort 
of son or nephew of the house. 

It is undeniable that a visitor of this sort 
(or even more than one) is an addition to the 
cheerfulness of a house in the country. It may, 
perhaps, be dangerous to his own peace of 
mind, or even, if he is frivolous, to the comfort 
of a daughter of the same, but so long as he is 
on these easy terms, with no definite under- 
standing one way or the other, he is a pleasant 
addition. The least amiable of men is obliging 
and pleasant in such circumstances. He is on 
his promotion. His raison d'etre is his power 
of making himself agreeable. When he comes 
to have a definite position as an accepted lover, 
everything is changed again, and he may be as 
much in the way as he once was handy and 
desirable ; but in his first stage he is always an 
addition, especially when the household is 
chiefly composed of women. Hamerton fell 
into this pleasant place with even more ease 
than usual. He was already so familiar with 
them all, that everything was natural in the 
arrangement. And Mrs. Lennox, there was no 
doubt, wished the young man well. It would 
not be a brilliant match, but it would be ' quite 
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satisfactory/ Had young Lord Elmore come 
a- wooing instead of Roland, that would have 
been, no doubt, more exciting. But Lord 
Elmore paid his homage in another direction, 
and his antecedents were not quite so good as 
Hamerton's, who was one of those young men 
who have never given their parents an anxiety, 
a qualification which it is needless to say was 
dear above every other to Aunt Sophy's heart. 

He was seated with them in the drawing- 
room at the Elms on an afternoon of November. 
It had been a day pleasant enough for the time 
of year, but not for hunting men — a clear frosty 
day, with ice in all the ditches, and the ground 
hard and resounding ; a day when it is deUght- 
ful to walk though not to ride. Eosalind had 
met him strolling towards the house when she 
was out for her afternoon walk. Perhaps he 
was not so sorry for himself as he professed to 
the ladies. * I shall bore you to death,' he said ; 
' I shall always be coming, for I see now we are 
in for a ten days' frost — which is the most 
dolorous prospect, at least it would be if I had 
not the Elms to fall back upon.' He made this 
prognostication of evil with a beaming face. 

* You seem on the whole to take it cheer- 
fully,' Mrs. Lennox said. 
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* Yes, with the Elms to fall back upon — I 
should not take it cheerfully otherwise.' 

' But you were here on Saturday, Eoland, 
when the meet was at Barley Wood, and every- 
body was out,' cried Uttle Sophy. *I don't 
think you are half a hunting man. I shouldn't 
miss a day if it were me ; nor Eeginald 
wouldn't,' she added, with much indifference to 
grammar. 

' It is all the fault of the Elms,' the young 
man said with a laugh. 

* I don't know what vou find at the Elms. 
Reginald says we are so dull here. I think so 
too^nothing but women ; and you that have 
got two or three clubs and can go where you 
like.' 

* You shall go to the clubs, Sophy, instead 
of me.' 

* That is what I should like,' said Miss 
Sophy. ' Everybody says men are cleverer 
than women, and I am very fond of good talk. 
I like to hear you talk of horses and things ; 
and of betting a pot on Bucephalus ' 

' Sophy, where did you hear such language ? 
You must be sent back to the nursery,' cried 
Mrs. Lennox, ' if you go on like that.' 

' Well,' said Sophy, ' Eeginald had a lot on 
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Bucephalus : he told me so. He says it's dread- 
ful fun ; you are kept in such a state till the 
last moment, not knowing which is to win. 
Sometimes the favourite is simply nowhere, and 
if you happen to have drawn a dark horse ' 

* Sophy ! I can't allow such language.' 

* And the favourite has been cooked, don't 
you know, or came to grief in the stable,' cried 
Sophy, breathless, determined to have it out, 
* then you win a pot of money. It was Eeginald 
told me all that. I don't know myself — more's 
the pity I and because I am a girl I don't sup- 
pose I shall ever know,' the little reprobate said 
regretfuUy. 

* Dear me, I never thought those things were 
permitted at Eton,' said Mrs. Lennox. * I always 
thought boys were safe there. Afterwards, one 
knows, not a moment can be calculated upon. 
That is what is so nice about you, Eoland ; you 
never went into anything of that kind. I wish 
so much, if you are here at Christmas, you 
would give Beginald a little advice.' 

' I don't much believe in advice, Mrs. 
Lennox. Besides, I'm not so immaculate as 
you think me ; I've had in my day a pot on 
something or other, as Sophy says ' 

' Sophy must not say those sort of things,' 
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said her aunt. *Eosalind, give us some tea. 
It is quite cold enough to make the fire most 
agreeable and the tea a great comfort. And if 
you have betted you have seen the folly of it, 
and you could advise him all the better. That 
is always the worst with boys when they have 
women to deal with ; they think we know no- 
thing. Whether it is because we have not 
education, or because we have not votes, or 
what, I can't tell. But Eeginald, for one, does 
not pay the least attention. He thinks he knows 
ever so much better than I do. And John is 
abroad ; he doesn't care very much for John 
either. He calls him an old fogey ; he says the 
present generation knows better than the last. 
Did you ever hear such impertinence ? And he 
is only seventeen ! I like two lumps of sugar, 
Eosalind. But I thought at Eton they ought to 
be safe.' 

' I suppose you are going home for Christ- 
mas, Eoland ? Shall you all be at home — ^Alice 
and her baby, and every one of you ? ' Eosahnd 
breathed softly a little sigh. *I don't like 
Christmas,' she said ; ' it is all very well so long 
as you are quite young, but when you begin to 
get scattered and broken up ' 
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^ My dear, I am far from being quite young, 
and I hope I have been scattered as much as 
anybody, and had every sort of thing to put up 
with, but I never grow too old or too dull for 
Christmas/ 

* Ah, Aunt Sophy, you ! But then you are 
not like anybody else; you take things so 
sweetly, even Eex and his impertinence.' 

* Christmas is pleasant enough,' said young 
Hamerton. ' We are not so much scattered but 
that we can all get back, and I like it well 
enough. But,' he added, ' if one was wanted 
elsewhere, or could be of use, I am not such a 
fanatic for home but that I could cut it once in 
a way, if there was anything, don't you know, 
Mrs. Lennox, that one would call a duty : like 
licking a young cub into shape, or helping a — 
people you are fond of.' He blushed and 
laughed in the genial conftising glow of the 
fire, and cast a glance at Eosalind to see whether 
she noted his offer, and understood the motive 
of it. ' People one is fond of ; ' did she think 
that meant Aunt Sophy ? There was a pleasant 
mingling of obscurity and light even when the 
cheerful flame leaped up and illuminated the 
room ; something in its leaping and uncertainty 
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made a delightful shelter. You might almost 
stare at the people you were fond of without 
being betrayed as the cold daylight betrays 
you ; and as for the heat which he felt suffuse 
his countenance, that was altogether unmarked 
in the genial glow of the cheerful fire. 
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CHAPTEK XXVni. 

Ik an easy house, where punctuality is not ram- 
pant, the hour before dinner is pleasant to young 
people. The lady of the house is gone to dress. 
If she is beginning to feel the weight of years, 
she perhaps likes a nap before dinner, and in 
any case she will change her dress in a leisurely 
manner, and likes to have plenty of time ; and 
the children have been carried off to the nursery 
that their toilette may be attended to, and no 
hurried call afterwards interferes with the tying 
of their sashes. The young lady of the house 
is not moved by either of these motives. Five 
minutes is enough for her, she thinks and says, 
and the room is so cozy and the half light so 
pleasant, and it is the hour for confidences. If 
she has another girl with her, they will drift 
into beginnings of the most intimate narrative, 
which must be finished in their own rooms after 
everybody has- gone to bed : and if it is not a 
girl, but the other kind of companion, whose. 
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confidences are perhaps even more exciting. 
Eosalind knew what Koland Hamerton wanted 
vaguely ; she was, on the surface, not displeased 
with his devotions. She had no intention of 
coming to so very decided a step as marriage, 
nor did she for a moment contemplate him as 
the lover whose absence surprised her. But he 
was nice enough ; she liked well enough to talk 
to him. They were Uke brother and sister, she 
would have said. * Eoland — why I have known 
him all my life ! ' she would have exclaimed 
indignantly to anyone who had blamed her for 
* encouraging ' this poor young man. Indeed, 
Eosalind was so little perfect that she had 
already on several occasions defended herself 
iu this way, and had not the slightest intention 
of accepting Eoland, and yet allowed him to 
persuade her to linger and talk after Aunt 
Sophy had gone upstairs. This was quite un- 
justifiable, and a more high-minded young 
woman would not have done it. But poor 
Eosalind, though her life had been crossed by 
a strain of tragedy, and though her feehngs 
were very deep and her experiences much out 
of the common, and her mind capable and ready 
to respond to very high claims, was yet not the 
ideal of a high-minded girl. It is to be hoped 
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that she was unacquainted with flirtation and 
above it ; but yet she did not dislike — ^as long 
as she could skilfully keep him from anything 
definite in the way of a proposal — anything that 
should be compromising and uncomfortable to 
sit and listen to, the vague adoration which was 
implied in Hamerton's talk, and to feel that the 
poor young fellow was laying himself out to 
please her. It did please her — ^and it amused 
her, which was more. It was sport to her, 
though it might be death to him. She did not 
believe that there was anything sufficiently 
serious in young Haimerton's feelings or in his 
character to involve anything like death, and 
she judged, with some justice, that he preferred 
the happiness of the moment, even if it inspired 
him with false hopes, to the collapse of all those 
hopes which a more conscientious treatment 
would have brought about. Accordingly, Eosa- 
lind lingered in the pleasant twilight. She sent 
her aunt's butler, Saunders, away when he ap- 
peared to light the lamps. 

' Not yet, Saimders,' she said ; * we like the 
firelight,' in a manner which made Eoland's 
heart jump. It seemed to that deceived young 
man that nothing but a flattering response of 
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sentiment in her mind would have made Eosa- 
lind, like himself, enjoy the firelight. 

* That was very sweet of you/ he said. 

* What was sweet of me ? ' The undeserved 
praise awakened a compunction in her. * There 
is nothing good in saying what is true. I do 
like talking by this light. Summer evenings 
are. different — they are always a little sad ; but 
the fire is cheerful, and it makes people confi- 
dential.' 

* If I could think you wanted me to be con- 
fidential, Eosalind ! ' 

* Oh, I do — everybody. I like to talk about 
not only the outside but what people are really 
thinking of. One hears so much of the outside 
— all the runs you have had, and how Captain 
Thornton jumps, and Miss Plympton keeps the 
lead.' 

' If you imagine that I admire Miss Plymp- 
ton ' 

' I never thought anything of the kind. 
Why shouldn't you admire her? Though she 
is a little too fond of hunting, she is a nice girl, 
and I like her. And she is very pretty. You 
might do a great deal worse, Koland,' said Eosa- 
lind with maternal gravity, ' than adYnire Ethel 
Plympton. She is quite a nice girl, not only 
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when she is on horseback. But she would not 
have anything to say to you.' 

'That is just as well,' said the young man, 
* for hers is not the sort of shrine I should ever 
worship at. The kind of girl I like doesn't 
hunt, though she goes like a bird when it strikes 
her fancy. She is the queen at home; she 
makes a room like this into heaven. She makes 
a man feel that there's nothing in life half so 
sweet as to be by her, whatever she is doing. 
She would make hard work, and poverty, and 
all that sort of thing delightful. She is ' 

* A dreadful piece of perfection ! ' said Rosa- 
lind, with a slightly embarrassed laugh. * Don't 
you know nobody likes to have that sort of 
person held up to them ? One always suspects 
girls that are too good. But I hope you some- 
times think of other things than girls,' she 
added, with an air of delightful gravity and 
disapproval. ' I have wanted all this long time 
to know what you were going to do ; and to find 
instead only that hyperbolical fiend, you know, 
that talks of nothing but ladies, is disappointing. 
What would you think of me,' Rosalind con- 
tinued, turning upon him with still more impos- 
ing dignity, * if I talked to you of nothing but 
gentlemen ? * 
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' Rosalind ! that's blasphemy to think of. 
Besides that, I should feel like getting behind a 
hedge and shooting all of them/ the young man 
cried. 

' Yes, it is a sort of blasphemy ; you would 
all think a girl a dreadful creature if she did 
so. But you think you are different, and that 
it doesn't matter ; that is what everybody says ; 
one law for men and one for women. But I 
for one will never give in to that. I want to 
know what you are going to do ? ' 

' And suppose,' he cried, * that I were to 
return the question, since you say there must 
not be one law for men and one for women. 
Rosalind, what are you going to do ? ' 

* I ? ' she said, and looked at him with sur- 
prise. * Alas ! you know I have my work cut 
out for me, Roland. I have to bring up the 
children ; they are very young, and it will be a 
great many years before they can do without 
me ; there is no question about me. Perhaps it 
is a good thing to have your path quite clear 
before you, so that you can't make any mistake 
about it,' she added with a little sigh. 

* But, RosaUnd, that is completely out of 
the question, don't you know. Sacrifice your^ 
self and all your life to those children — -why, it 
would be barbarous ; nobody would permit it.' 
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* I don't know/ said Eosalind, * who has any- 
right to interfere. You think Uncle John, 
perhaps .P Uncle John would never think of 
anything so foolish. It is much less his busi- 
ness than it is mine ; and you forget that I am 
old enough to judge for myself.' 

'Eosalind, you can't really intend any- 
thing so dreadful ! Oh, at present you are so 
young, you are all living in the same house, it 
does not make so much difference. But to 
sacrifice yourself, to give up your own life, to 
relinquish everything for a set of half ' 

* You had better not make me angry,' she 
said. He had sprung to his feet and was pacing 
about in great excitement, his figure relieved 
against the blaze of the fire, while she sat in 
the shadow at one side, protected from the glow. 
* What am I giving up ? In the first place, I 
know nothing that I am giving up ; and I 
confess that it amuses me, Koland, to see 
you so excited about my life. I should like 
to hear what you are going to do with your 
own.' 

* Can't you understand?' he cried hastily 
and in confiision, ' that the one might — that the 

one might — involve perhaps ' And^ here 

the young man stopped and looked helplessly 
at her, not daring to risk what he had for the 
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uncertainty of something better. But it was 
very haxd, when he had gone so far, to refrain. 

' Might involve perhaps ? No, I can't 

understand,' Kosahnd said, ahnpst with uncon- 
cern, ' What I do understand is that you can't 
hunt for ever if you are going to be any good in 
life. And you don't even hunt as a man ought 
that means to make hunting his object. Do 
something, Koland, as if you meant it ! — that is 
what I ana always telling you.' 

' And don't I always tell you the same thing, 
that I am no hero ? I can't hold on to an 
object, as you say. What do you mean by an 
object? I want a happy hfe. I should like 
very well to be kind to people, and do my duty 
and all that, but as for an object, Rosalind ! 
If you expect me to become a reformer or a 
philanthropist or anything of that sort, or make 
a great man of myself ' 

Rosalind shook her head softly in her 
shadowed corner. * I don't expect that,' she 
said, with a tone of regret. ' I might have done 
so perhaps at one time. At first one thinks 
every boy can do great things, but that is only 
for a little while, when one is without experience.' 

^ You see you don't think very much of my 
powers, for all you say,' he cried hastily, with 
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the tone of offence which the humblest can 
scarcely help assuming when taken at his own 
low estimate. Eoland knew very well that he 
had no greatness in him, but to have the fact 
acknowledged with this regretftil certainty was 
somewhat hard. 

'That is quite a different matter/ said 
Eosalind. ' Only a few men (I see now) can 
be great. I know nobody of that kind/ she 
added, with once more that tone of regret, 
shaking her head. 'But you can always do 
something, not hang on amusing yourself, for 
that is all you ever do, so far as I can see.' 

'What does your Uncle John do?' he cried; 
' you have a great respect for him, and so have 
I ; he is just the best man going. But what 
does he do ? He loafs about, he goes out a 
great deal when he is in town, he goes to 
Scotland for the grouse, he goes to Homburg 
for his health, he comes down and sees you, and 
then back to London again. Oh, I think, that's 
all right, but if I am to take him for my ex- 
ample — and I don't know where I could find 
a better ' 

' There is no likeness between your case and 
his. Uncle John is old, he has nothing parti- 
cular given him to do ; he is — well, he is Uncle 
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John. But you, Eoland, you are just my 
age.' 

' I'm good five years older, 'if not more.' 

* What does that matter ? You are my own 
age, or, according to all rules of comparison 
between boys and girls, a little younger than me. 
You have got to settle upon something. I am 
not hke many people,' said EosaHnd loftily ; ' I 
don't say do this or do that, I only say for 
heaven's sake do something, Eoland ; don't be 
idle all your life.' 

' I should not mind so much if you did say 
do this or do that. Tell me something to do> 
Eosahnd, and I'll do it for your sake.' 

* Oh ! that is all folly ; that belongs to fairy 
tales, a shawl that will go through a ring, or a 
little dog that will go into a nutshell, or a golden 
apple. They are all allegories, I suppose ; the 
right thing, however, is to do what is right for 
the sake of what is right, and not because any 
one in particular tells you.' 

' Shall I set up in chambers, and try to get 
briefs ? ' said Eoland. ' But then I have enough 
to live on, and half the poor beggars at the bar 
haven't ; and don't you think it would be taking 
an unfair advantage, when I can afford to do 
without and they can't, and when everybody 
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knows there isn't half enough business to keep 
all going ? I ask you, Kosalind, do you think 
that would be fair ? ' 

Here the monitress paused, and did not 
make her usual eager reply. 'I don't know 
that it is right to consider that sort of thing, 
Eoland. You see it would be good for you to 
try for briefs, and then probably the other men 
who want them more might be — cleverer than 
you are.* 

* Oh I very well,' cried Eoland, who had 
taken a chair close to his adviser, springing up 
with natural indignation ; * if it is only, by way 
of mortification, as a moral discipUne, that you 
want me to go in for bar work ' 

She put out her hand and laid it on his arm. 
*0h no I it would only be fair competition. 
Perhaps you would be cleverer than they — ^than 
some of them.' 

* That's a very doubtful perhaps,' he cried 
with a laugh. But he was molUfied and sat 
down again — ^the touch was very conciliatory. 
' The truth is,' he said, getting hold of the hand 
which she withdrew very calmly after a moment, 
' I am in no haste ; and,' with timidity, * the 
truth is, Eosalind, that I shall never do work 
anyhow by myself K I had someone with me 
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to Stir me up and keep me going, and if I knew it 

was for her interest as well as for my own * 

* You mean if you were to marry ? ' said 
Eosalind in a matter-of-fact tone, rising from 
her chair. *I don't approve of a man who 
always has to be stirred up by his wife ; but 
marry by all means, Eoland, if you think that 
is the best way. Nobody would have the lea^ 
objection ; in short, I am sure all your best 
friends would like it, and I for one would give 
her the warmest welcome. But still I should 
prefer, you know, first to see you acting for 
yourself. Why, there is the quarter chiming, 
and I promised to let Saunders know when we 
went to dress. Aunt Sophy will be downstairs 
directly. Eing the bell, and let us run ; we 
shall be late again. But the firelight is so 
pleasant.' She disappeared out of the room 
before she had done speaking, flying upstairs to 
escape the inevitable response, and left poor 
Eoland tantalised and troubled, to meet the 
gloomy looks of Saunders, who reminded him that 
there was but twelve minutes and a half to dress 
in, and that Mrs. Lennox was very particular 
about the fish. Saunders took liberties with the 
younger visitors, and he too had known young 
Mr. Hamerton all his life. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

It was not on that day but the next that Uncle 
John arrived so suddenly, bringing with him 
the friend whom he had picked up in Switzer- 
land. This was a man still young, but not so 
young as Eoland Hamerton, with looks a little 
worn, as of a man who had been, as he himself 
said, * knocking about the world.' Perhaps 
indeed, they all thought afterwards, it was his 
dress which suggested this idea : for when he 
appeared dressed for the evening he turned out 
in reality a handsome man, with the very effec- 
tive contrast of hair already grey waving upwards 
from a countenance not old enough to justify- 
that change, and lighted. up with dark eyes full 
of light and humour and life. The hair which 
had changed its colour so early had evidently 
been very dark in his youth, and Mrs. Lennox, 
who was always a httle romantic, could not help 
suggesting, when Eosalind and she awaited the 
gentlemen in the drawing-room after dinner. 
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that Mr. Kivers might be an example of one of 
the favourite devices of fiction, the turning grey 
in a single night which is a possibiUty of which 
everyone has heard. ' I should not wonder if 
he has had a very remarkable life,' Aunt Sophy 
said. *No doubt the servants and common 
people think him quite old, but when you look 
into it, it is a young face.' She took her chair 
by the fireside, and arranged all her little para- 
phernalia and unfolded her crewel-work, and had 
done quite half a leaf before she burst forth again, 
as if without any interval, * though full of hues, 
and what you might call wrinkles if you did 
not know better 1 In my young days such a 
man would have been thought like Lara or 
Conrad, or one of Byron's other heroes. I 
don't know who to compare him to nowadays, 
for men of that sort are quite out of fashion ; 
but he is quite a hero, I have a conviction, and 
saved John's hfe.' 

* He says Uncle John was in no danger, and 
that he did nothing that a guide or a servant 
might not have done.' 

* My dear,' said Aunt Sophy, ' that is what 
they always say; the more they do the less 
they will give in to it.' 

* To call that old man like the Wandering 
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Jew a hero I ' said little Sophy. * Yes, I have 
seen him. I saw him arrive with Uncle John. 
He looked quite old and shabby ; oh 1 not a 
bit like Lara, whose hair was jet-black, and who 
scowled when he looked at you.' 

* Why, how can you tell, you Kttle 

Bosalind, I am afraid Miss Bobinson must be 
romantic, for Sophy knows— oh, a great deal 
more than a little girl ought to know.' 

* It was in your room that I found *'Lara," ' 
said Sophy, *and the "Corsair" too; I have 
read them all. Oh, Miss Eobinson never reads 
them ; she reads little good books where 
everybody dies. I do not admire Mr. Eivers 
at all, and if Uncle John should intend to give 
him one of us because he has saved his life, I 
hope it will not be me.' 

' Sophy, I shall send you to bed if you talk 
so. Give him one of you ! I suppose you 
think you are in a fairy tale. Mr. Bivers 
would laugh if you were offered to him. He 
would think it was a curious reward/ 

' He might like Bosalind better perhaps now, 
but Bosalind has gone off, Aunt Sophy. 
Ferriss says so. She is getting rather old. 
Don't you know she is in her twenty-first year?' 

' Bosalind 1 why I never saw her looking 
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better in her life. Ferriss shall be sent away if 
she talks such impertinence. And she is just 
twenty I Going off I she is not the least going 
off: lier complexion is just beautiful, and so 
fresh. I don't know what you mean, you or 
Ferriss either 1 ' Mrs. Lennox cried. She had 
always a little inclination to believe what was 
suggested to her, and notwithstanding the 
complete assurance of her words, she followed 
Eosalind, who was moving about at the other 
end of the room, with eyes that were full of 
sudden alarm. 

^And I am in my thirteenth year,' said 
Sophy ; ^ it sounds much better than to say 
only twelve. I shall improve, but Eosalind 
will not improve. If he were sensible, he would 
like me best.' 

'Don't let your sister hear you talk such 
nonsense, Sophy ; and remember that I forbid 
you to read the books in my room without 
asking me first. There are things that are very 
suitable for me, or even for Eosalind, but not 
for you. And what are you doing downstairs 
at this hour, Sophy ? I did not remember the 
hour, but it is past your bedtime. Miss Eobin- 
son should not let you have so much of your 
own way.' 
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* It was because of Uncle JoHn/ said Eosa- 
lind. ' What has she been saying about Lara 
and the Corsair ? I could not hear, Saunders 
made so much noise with the tea. Here is 
your tea, Aunt Sophy, though you know Dr. 
Beaton says you ought not to take it after 
dinner, and that it keeps you from sleeping/ 

'Dr. Beaton goes upon the new-fashioned 
rules, my dear,' said Mrs. Lennox. ' It never 
keeps me from my sleep ; nothing does that, 
thank God. It is the young people, that are so 
delicate nowadays, that can't take this and 
that. I wonder if John has any news of Dr. 
Beaton. He had a great many fads like that 
about the tea, but he was very nice. What a 
comfort he was to poor Eeginald, and took so 
much anxiety off Gra ' 

* I declare,' Aunt Sophy cried, colouring and 
coughing, ' 1 have caught cold, though I have 
not been out of the house since the cold 
weather set in. My dear, I am so sorry,' she 
added in an undertone ; * I know I should not 
have said a word ' 

*T have never been of that opinion,' said 
Eo?alind, shaking her head sadly. 'I think 
you are all taking the wrong way.' 

' For heaven's sake don't say a word, Bosa* 
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lind; with John coming in, and that little 
thing with ears as sharp ' 

^It is me that have ears so sharp, Amit 
Sophy? It is funny to hear you talk. You 
think I don't know anything, but I know 
everything. I know why Boland Hamerton is 
always coming here — and I know why Mr. 
Blake never comes, but only the old gentleman. 
And, Kosalind, you had better make up your 
mind and take someone, for you are getting 
quite passee^ and you will soon be an old 
maid.' 

* Sophy ! if you insult your sister ' 

'Do you think that is insulting me?' 
Kosalind said. *I believe I shall be an old 
maid. That would suit me best, and it would 
be best for the children, who will want me for 
a long time.' 

*My dear,' said Aunt Sophy solemnly, 
' there are some things I will never consent to, 
and one of them is, a girl like you making such 
a sacrifice. That is what I will never give in 
to. Oh, go away, Sophy, you are a perfect 
nuisance ! No, no, I will never give in to it. 
For such a sacrifice is always repented of. 
When the children grow up they will not be a 
bit grateful to you; they will never think it 
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VBS for them you did it. They will talk of you 
as if it was something laughable, and as if you 
could not help it. An old maid! Yes, it is 
intended for an insult, and I won't have it, any 
more than I will have you do it, Eosalind.' 

* Oh, Uncle John,' cried the enfant terrible^ 
* there is Aunt Sophy with tears in her eyes 
because I said Eosalind was going to be an old 
maid. But it is not anything so very dreadful, 
is it? Why, Uncle John, you are an old 
maid.' 

* I don't think Eosalind's prospects need 
distress you, Sophy,' said Uncle John. *We 
can take care of her in any case. She will not 
want your valuable protection.' 

' Oh, I was not thinking of myself, I don't 
mind at all,' said Sophy; 'but only she is 
getting rather old. Don't you see a great 
difference. Uncle John ? She is in her twenty- 
first year.' 

' I shall not lose hope till she has completed 
her thirty-third,' said Uncle John. * You may 
run away, Sophy ; you are young enough, 
fortunately, to be sent to bed.' 

* I am in my thirteenth,' said Sophy, resist- 
ing every step of her way to the door, dancing 
in front of her uncle, who was directing her 
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towards it. When Sophy found that resistance 
was vain, she tried entreaty. 

*' Oh, Uncle John, don't send me away ! 
Eosalind promised I should sit up to-night 
because you were coming home.' 

* Then Rosalind must take the consequences,' 
said John Trevanion. All this time, the stranger 
had been standing silent, with a slight smile on 
his face, watching the whole party, and forming 
those unconscious conclusions with which we 
settle everybody's character and qualities when 
we come into a new place. This little skirmish 
was all in his favour, as helping him to a com- 
prehension of the situation ; the saucy child, 
the indulgent old aunt, the disapproving guar- 
dian, of whom alone Sophy was a little afraid, 
made a simple group enough. But when he 
turned to the subject of the little disturbance, 
he found in Rosalind s smile a curious light 
thrown upon the altercation. Was she in real 
danger of becoming an old maid ? He thought 
her looking older than the child had said, a 
more gracious and perfect woman than was 
likely to be the subject of such a controversy; 
and he saw, by the eager look and unnecessary 
indignation of Hamerton, sufficient evidence 
tliat the fate of the elder sister was by no means 
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SO certain as Sophy thought, and that at all 
events it was in her own hands. The young 
fellow had seemed to Mr. Bivers a pleasant 
young fellow enough in the after-dinner talk, 
but when he thus involimtarily coupled him 
with Kosalind, his opinion changed in a curious 
way. The young man was not good enough for 
her. A touch of indignation mingled, he could 
not tell why, in this conclusion ; indignation 
against unconscious Eoland, who aspired to one 
so much above him, and at the family who 
were so little aware that this girl was the only 
one of them the least remarkable. He smiled 
at himself afterwards for the earnestness with 
which he decided all this ; settling the character 
of people whom he had never seen before in so 
unjustifiable a fashion. The little new world 
thus revealed to him had nothing very novel in 
it* The only interesting figure was the girl 
who was in her twenty-first year. She was 
good enough for the heroine of a romance of a 
higher order than any that could be involved in 
the mild passion of young Hamerton; and it 
pleased the stranger to think, from the uncon* 
cerned way in which Eosalind looked at her 
admirer, that she was evidently of this opinion 
too. 
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' Eosalind/ said John Trevanion, after the 
episode of Sophy was over, and she was safely 
dismissed to bed, 'will you show Eivers the 
miniatures ? He is a tremendous authority on 
art.' 

' Bring the little lamp then, Uncle John ; 
there is not light enough. We are very proud 
of them ourselves, but if Mr. Eivers is a great 
authority, perhaps they will not please him so 
much.' 

She took up the lamp herself as she spoke, 
and its Ught gave a soft illumination to her face 
looking up at him with a smile. It was certain 
that there was nothing so interesting here as 
she was. The miniatures I well, yes, t^iey 
were not bad miniatures. He suggested a 
name as the painter of the best among them 
which pleased John Trevanion, and fixed the 
date in a way which fell in entirely with family 
traditions. Perhaps he would not have been 
so gracious had the exhibitor been less interest- 
ing. He took the lamp, which she had in- 
sisted upon holding, out of her hand when the 
inspection was done, and set it down upon a 
table which was at some distance from the fire- 
side group. It was a writing-table, with in- 
dications upon it of the special ownership of 



MADAM* 87 

Eosalind. But this he could not be supposed 
to know. He thought it would be pleasant, 
however, to detain her here in conversation 
apart from the others who were so much more 
ordinary, for he was a man who liked to ap- 
propriate to himself the best of everything. 
And fortune favoured his endeavours. As he 
put down the lamp, his eye was caught by a 
photograph framed in a sort of shrine, which 
stood upon the table. The doors of the little 
shrine were open, and he stooped to look at the 
face within, at the sight of which he uttered an 
exclamation : ' I know that lady very well,' he 
said. 

In a moment the courteous attention which 
Eosalind had been giving him turned into eager 
interest. She made a hurried step forward, 
clasped her hands together, and raised to him 
eyes which all at once had filled with sudden 
tragic meaning, anxiety, and suspense. If there 
had seemed to him before m.^.h more in her 
than in any of the others, there was a hundred- 
fold more now. He seemed in a moment to 
have got at the very springs of her Ufe. ' Oh, 
where, where have you seen her ? When did 
you see her ? Tell me all you know,' Eosalind 
cried. She turned to him, betraying in her 
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every gesture an excess of suddenly awakened 
feeling, and waited breathless, repeating her 
inquiiy with her eyes. 

' I was afraid, from the way in which hef 
portrait was framed, that perhaps she was no 

longer ' 

Kosalind gave a low cry, following the very 
movements of his lips with her eager eyes. 
Then she exclaimed : * No, no,, she must be 
living, or we should have heard.' 

' What is it, Eosalind ? ' said John Trevanion, 
looking somewhat pale and anxious too, as he 
turned round to join them. 

' Uncle John, Mr. Eivers knows her. He 
is going to tell me something.' 

'But really I have nothing to tell. Miss 
Trevanion. I fear I have excited your interest 
on false pretences. It is such an interesting 
face — so beautiful in its way.' 
* Oh yes, yes ! ' 

' I met the lady last year in Spain. I 
cannot say that I know her, though I said 
so in the surprise of the moment. One could 
not see her without being struck with her 
appearance.' 

' Oh yes, yes I 'Eosalind cried agiiin, eagerly^ 
with her eyes demanding more* 
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* I met her several times. They were travel- 
ling out of the usual routes. I have exchanged 
a few chance words with her at the door of an 
hotel, or on the road, changing horses. I am 
sorry to say that was all. Miss Trevanion.' 

' Last year ; that is later than we hav6 
heard. And was she well? Was she very 
sad? Did she say anything? But oh, how 
could she say anything ? for she could not tell,' 
cried Eosalind, her eyes filling, ' that you were 
coming here/ 

*Hush, Eosalind. You say ihey^ Eivers. 
She was not alone then ? ' 

' Alone ? oh no, there was a man with her. 
I never could,' said Eivers lightly, ' make out 
who he was — more like a son or brother than 
her husband. But to be sure, you who know 
the lady ' 

He paused, entirely unable to account for 
the effect he had produced. Eosalind had 
grown as pale as marble ; her mouth quivered, 
her hands trembled. She gave him the most 
pathetic reproachful look, as a woman might 
have done whom he had stabbed unawares, 
and, getting up quickly from his side, went 
away with an unsteady wavering movement, as 
if it i/^as all her strength could do to get out of 
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the room. Hamerton rushed forward to open 
the door for her, but he was too late, and he 
too came to look at Eivers with inquiring in- 
dignant looks, as if to say, What have you 
done to her ? ' What have I done — what is 
wrong, Trevanion? Have I said anything I 
ought not to have said ? ' Eivers cried. 

The only answer John Trevanion made was 
to drop down upon the seat Eosalind had left, 
with a suppressed groan, and to cover his face 
with his bands. 
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CHAPTEE XXX. 

EoSALiND came down to breakfast next morning 
at the usual hour. She was the most important 
member of the household party, and everything 
depended upon her. Sometimes Aunt Sophy 
would have a httle cold and did not appear. 
She considered it was her right to take her 
leisure in the mornings : but Eosalind was like 
the mother of the young ones, and indispensabk. 
Eivers had come down early, which is an in- 
discreet thing for a stranger to do in a house 
with which he is unacquainted. He felt this 
when Eosalind came into the breakfast-room, 
and found Sophy, full of excitement and delight 
in thus taking the most important place, enter- 
taining him. He thought Eosahnd looked at 
him with a sort of question in her eyes, which 
she turned away the next moment ; but after- 
wards put force upon herself and came up to 
him, bidding him good morning. He was so 
much interested that he felt he could follow the 
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processes in her mind ; that she reproved herself 
for her distaste to him, and said within herself, 
it is no fault of his. He did not yet at all 
know what he had done, but conjectured that 
the woman whose photograph was on Eosalind's 
table must be some dear friend or relation who 
had either made an imprudent marriage, or still 
worse, 'gone wrong.' It was the mention of 
the man who had been with her which had 
done all the mischief. He wished that he 
had bitten his tongue rather than make that 
unfortunate disclosure which evidently had 
plunged them into trouble. But then, how 
was he to know? As for Kosalind, her pain 
was increased and complicated by finding this 
new visitor with the children ; Sophy, her eyes 
dancing with excitement and pleasure, doing 
her utmost to entertain him. Sophy had that 
complete insensibility which is sometimes to be 
seen in a clever child whose satisfaction with 
her own cleverness overbalances all feeling. 
She was just as likely as not to have poured 
forth all the family history into this new-comer's 
ears ; to have let hina know that mamma had 
gone away when papa died, and that nobody 
knew where she had gone. This gave Eosalind 
an additional alarm, but overcame her re- 
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pugnance to address the stranger who had 
brought news so painful, for it was better at 
once to check Sophy's revelations, whatever 
they might have been. That lively little per- 
son turned immediately upon her sister, know- 
ing by instinct that her moment of importance 
was over. ' What a ghost you do look, Eosie ! ' 
she cried ; * you look as if you had been crying. 
Just as I do when Miss Eobinson is nasty. But 
nobody can scold you except Aunt Sophy, and 
she never does ; though, oh, I forgot, there is 
Uncle John.' 

* Miss Eobinson will be here before you are 
ready for her, Sophy,' said Eosalind. ' I fear 
I am a little late. Has she been giving you 
the carte du pays^ Mr. Elvers? She is more 
fond of criticism than Uttle girls should be.' 

' I have had a few sketches of the neigh- 
bourhood,' he answered quickly, divining her 
fears. ' She is an excellent mimic, I should 
suppose, but it is rather a dangerous quality. 
If you take me off, Miss Sophy, as you take off 
the old ladies, I shall not enjoy it.' 

Eosalind was relieved, he could see. She 
gave him a look that was almost grateful as 
she poured out his coffee, though he had done 
nothing to call forth her gratitude, any more 
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than he had done anything last night to occasion 
her sorrow. A stranger in a new household, 
of which he has heard nothing before, being 
introduced into it, is like an explorer in an 
unknown country ; he does not know when he 
may find himself on forbidden ground, or 
intruding with religious -mysteries. He began 
to talk of himself, which seemed the safest 
subject ; it was one which he was not eager to 
launch upon, but yet which had come in handy 
on many previous occasions. His life had been 
full of adventures. There were a hundred 
things in it to tell, and it had delivered him 
from many a temporary embarrassment to in- 
troduce a chapter out of his varied experiences. 
He had shot elephants in Africa and tigers in 
India. He had been a war correspondent in 
the height of every military movement. 'I 
have been one of the rolling stones that 
gather no moss,' he said, ' though it is a kind 
of moss to have so many stories to tell. If the 
worst comes to the worst, I can go from house 
to house and amuse the children.' He did it 
so skilfully that Eosalind felt her agitation 
calmed. A man who could fall so easily into 
this narrative vein, and who was, apparently, 
so full of his own afiairs, would not think 
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twice, she reflected, of such a trifling incident 
as that of last night. If she had judged more 
truly, she would perhaps have seen that the 
observer who thus dismissed the incident totally, 
with such an absence of all consciousness on the 
subject, was precisely the one most Ukely to 
have perceived, even if he did not understand 
how, that it was an incident of great importance. 
But Eosalind was not sufliciently learned in 
moral philosophy to have found out that. 

Her feelings were not so carefully respected 
by Eoland Hamerton, who would have given 
everything he had in the world to please her, 
but yet was not capable of perceiving what, in 
this matter at least, was the right way to do so. 
He had, though he was not one of the group 
round the writing-table, heard enough tx) under- 
stand what had happened on the previous night, 
solely, it would seem, by that strange law which 
prevails in human afiairs, by which the obstacles. 
of distance and the rules of acoustics are set 
aside as soon as something is going on which it 
is undesirable for the spectators to hear. In 
this way Hamerton had made out what it was ; 
that Madam had been seen by the stranger, 
travelling with a man. Eosalind's sudden de- 
parture from the room, her face of anguish, the 
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speed with which she disappeared, and the con- 
fiised looks of those whom she thus hastily left, 
roused young Hamerton to something like the 
agitation into which he had been plunged by 
the incidents of that evening, now so long 
past, when Madam Trevanion had appeared in 
the drawing-room at Highcourt, with that 
guilty witness of her nocturnal expediticfn 
clinging to her dress. He had been then 
almost beside himself with the painful nature 
of the discovery which he had himself made. 
What should he do ? Keep the knowledge to 
himself, or communicate it to those who had a 
right to know. Roland was so unaccustomed 
to deal with diflSculties of this kind that he had 
felt it profoundly, and at the end had held his 
peace rather because it was the easiest thing to 
do than from any better reason. It returned 
to his mind now, with all the original trouble 
and perception of a duty which he could not 
define. Here was Rosalind, the most perfect, 
the sweetest, the girl whom he loved, wasting 
her best affections upon a woman who was un- 
worthy of them, standing by her, defending 
her, insisting even upon respect and honour for 
her — and suffering absolute anguish, such as he 
had seen last night, when the veil was lifted for' 
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a moment from that mysterious darkness of 
intrigue and shame into which she had dis- 
appeared. If she only knew and could be 
convinced that Madam had been unworthy all 
the time, would not that deliver her ? Eoland 
thought that he was able to prove this ; he had 
never wavered in his own judgment. All his 
admiration and regard for Mrs. Trevanion had 
been killed at a blow by the shock he had 
received, by what he had seen. He could not 
bear to think that such a woman should retain 
Eosalind's affection. And he thought he had 
it in his power to convince Eosalind, to make 
her see everything in its true light. This convic- 
tion was not come to without pain. The idea 
of opening such a subject at all, of speaking of 
what was impure and vile in Eosalind's hearing, 
of looking in her eyes which knew no evil, and 
telling her of such a tale, was terrible to the 
young man. But yet he thought it ought to 
be done. Certainly it ought to be. Had she 
seen what he had seen, did she know what he 
knew, she would give up at once that champion- 
ship which she had held so warmly. It had 
always been told him that though men might 
forgive a woman who had fallen, no woman 
ever did so ; and how must an innocent girl, 
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ignorant, incredulous of all evil, feel towards 
one who had thus sinned ? What could she do 
but flee from her in terror, in horror, with a 
condemnation which would be all the more 
relentless, remorseless, from her own incapacity 
to understand either the sin or the temptation ? 
But no doubt it would be a terrible shock to 
Eosalind. This was the only thing that held 
him back. It would be a blow" which would 
shake the very foundations of her being : for 
she could not suspect, she could not even know 
of what Madam was suspected, or she would 
never stand by her so. Now, however, that 
her peace had been disturbed by this chance 
incident, there was a favourable opportunity 
for Koland. It was his duty now, he thought, 
to strike to the root of her fallacy. It was 
better for her that she should be entirely 
undeceived. 

Thinking about this, turning it over and 
over in his mind, had cost him almost his night's 
rest — not altogether. If the world itself had 
gone to pieces, Koland would still have got a 
few hours' repose. He allowed to himself that 
he had got a few hours, but as a matter of fact 
he had been thinking of this the last thing when 
he went to sleep, and it was the first thing that 
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occurred to him when he awoke. The frost 
had given way, but he said to himself that he 
would not hunt that day. He would go on to 
the Elms ; he would manage somehow to see 
Eosahnd by herself, and he would have it out. 
If in her pain her heart was softened, and she 
was disposed to turn to him for sympathy, then 
he could have it all out, and so get a little ad- 
vantage out of his anxiety for her good. Indeed, 
she had snubbed him yesterday and made belief 
that she did not know who it was he wanted for 
liis companion and guide ; but that was nothing. 
Girls did so, he had often heard — staved off a 
proposal when they knew it was coming, even 
though they did not mean to reject it when it 
came. That was nothing. But when she was 
in trouble, when her heart was moved, who 
could say that she would not cling to him for 
sympathy ? And there was nobody that could 
sympathise with her as he could. He pictured 
to himself how he would draw her close to him, 
and bid her cry as much as she liked on his 
faithful bosom. That faithful bosom heaved 
with a delicious throb. He would not mind her 
crying ; she might cry as long as she pleased — 
there. 

And, as it happened, by a chance which 
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seemed to Eoland providential, he found Rosa- 
lind alone when he entered the drawing-room 
at the Elms. Mrs. Lennox had taken Sophy 
with her in the carriage to the dentist at Clifton. 
Eoland felt a certain satisfaction in knowing 
that Sophy — that little imp of mischief — was 
going to have a tooth drawn. The gentlemen 
were out and Miss Eosalind was alone. Eoland 
could have hugged Saunders for this informa- 
tion. He gave him a sovereign, which pleased 
the worthy man much better, and flew three 
steps at a time upstairs. Rosalind was seated 
by her writing- table. It subdued him at once 
to see her attitude. She had been crying 
already ; she had not waited for the faithful 
bosom. And he thought that when she was 
disturbed by the opening of the door, she had 
closed the Kttle gates of that carved shrine in 
which Madam's pictiu*e dwelt, otherwise she 
did not move when she saw who her visitor 
was, but nodded to him, with relief, he 
thought. ' Is it you, Eoland ? I thought you 
were sure to be out to-day,' she said. 

' No, I didn't go out ; I hadn't the heart.' 
He came and sat down by her where she had 
made Eivers sit the previous night. She looked 
up at him with a little surprise. 
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* Hadn't the heart ! What is the matter, 
Eoland ? Have you had bad news ? — is there 
anything wrong at home ? ' 

' No, nothing about my people. Eosalind, 
I haven't slept a wink all night' (which was 
exaggeration, the reader knows) ' thinking 
about you.' 

' About me ! ' She smiled, then blushed a 
little, and then made an attempt to recover the 
composure with which yesterday she had so 
calmly ignored his attempts at love making. ' I 
don't see why you should lose your sleep about 
me. Was it a little tooth-ache — perhaps neu- 
ralgia ? I know you are sometimes subject to 
that.' 

* Eosalind,' he said solemnly, ' you must not 
laugh at me to-day. It is nothing to laugh at. 
I could not help hearing what that fellow said 
last night.' 

The colour ebbed away out of Eosalind's 
face, but not the courage. ' Yes,' she said, half 
affirmation, half interrogation, ' that he had met 
mamma abroad.' 

' I can't bear to hear you call her mamma. 
And it almost killed you to hear what he said.' 

She did not make any attempt to defend 
herself, but grew whiter, as if she would faint. 
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and her mouth quivered again. 'Well,' she 
said, ' I do not deny that — that I was startled. 
Her dear name — that alone is enough to 
agitate me ; and to hear of her like that with- 
out warning in a moment ! ' 
' The tears rose to her eyes, but she still 
looked him in the face, though she scarcely saw 
him through that mist. 

' Well,' she said again — she took some time 
to master herself before she was able to speak 
— 'if I did feel it very much that was not 
wonderftd ; I was taken by surprise. For the 
first moment, just in the confusion, knowing 
what wickedness people think, I — I — lost heart 
altogether. It was too dreadful and miserable, 
but I was not very well, I suppose. I am not 
going to shirk it at all, Eoland. She was travel- 
ling with a gentleman — well, and what then ? ' 

' Oh, Eosalind ! ' he cried, with a sort of 
horror ; ' after that, can you stand up for her 
still ? ' 

' I don't know what there is to stand up for. 
My mother is not a girl like me. She is the 
best judge of what is right. When I had time 
to think, that became a matter of course, as 
plain as dayhght.' 

* And you don't mind ? ' he said. 
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She turned upon him something of the same 
look which she had cast on Eivers ; a look of 
anguish and pathos — ^reproachful, yet with a 
sort of tremulous smile. 

* Oh, Eosalind,' he cried, ' I can't bear to 
look at you like that ; I can't bear to see you 
so deceived. I'll tell you what I saw myself. 
Nobody was more fond of Madam than I ; I'd 
have gone to the stake for her. But that night 
— that night, if you remember, when the thorn 
was hanging to her dress — I had gone away 
into the conservatory because I couldn't bear to 
hear your father going on. Eosalind, just hear 
out what I have got to say. And there I saw 
— oh saw ! with my own eyes — I saw her stand- 
ing — with a man. I saw them part, he going 

away into the shadow of the shrubbery, she 

Eosahnd ! ' 

She had risen up, and stood towering (as he 
felt) over him, as if she had grown to double 
her height in a moment. ' Do you tell me this,' 
she said, steadying herself with an effort, moist- 
ening her lips between her words to be able to 
speak, ' do you tell me this to make me love 
you, or hate you ? ' 

* Eosalind, to undeceive you ; that you may 
know the truth.' 
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* Go* away ! ' she said. She pointed with 
her arm to the door. 'Go away! It is not 
the truth. If it was the truth I should never 
forgive you — ^I should never speak to you again. 
But it is not the truth. Go away ! * 

* Eosalind ! ' 

'Must I put you out,' she cried, in the 
pasfeion which now and then overcame her, 
stamping her foot upon the floor, 'with my 
own hands ? ' 

Alas ! he carried the faithful bosom which 
was of no use to her to cry upon, but which 
throbbed with pain and trouble all the same, 
out of doors. He was utterly cowed and sub- 
dued, not understanding her, nor himself, nor 
what had happened. It was the truth ; she 
might deny it as she pleased. He had meant it 
for the best. But now he had done for him- 
self, that was evident. And perhaps, after all, 
he was a cad to tell. 
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CHAPTEE XXXI. 

ARTnUR KiVERS had come to Clifton not to visit 
a new friend, but to see his own family who 
lived there. They vere not perhaps quite on 
the same level as the Trevanions, and Mrs. 
Lennox who did not know them. And so it 
came to pass that after the few days which he 
passed at the Elms, and in which he did every- 
thing he could to obliterate the recollection of 
that first unfortunate reference on the night of 
his arrival, he was for some time in the neigh- 
bourhood without seeing much of them. To 
the mistress of the house at least this was 
agreeable, and a relief. She had indeed taken 
so strong a step as to remonstrate with her 
brother on the subject. 

* I am not quite sure that it was judicious to 
bring a man like that, so amusing and nice to 
talk to, into the company of a girl like Eosa- 
lind, without knowing who his people were,' 
Mrs. Lennox said. ' I don't like making a fuss, 
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but it was not judicious — not quite judicious,' 
she added, faltering a little as she felt the 
influence of John's eyes. 

* What does it matter to us who his people 
are ? ' said John Trevanion (which was so like 
a man, Mrs. Lennox said to herself). ' He is 
himself a capital fellow, and I am under obliga- 
tions to him ; and as for Eosalind — ^Rosalind is 
not likely to be fascinated by a man of that age, 
and besides, if there had ever been any chance 
of that, he completely put his foot into it the 
first night.' 

' Do you think so ? ' said Aunt Sophy, 
doubtfully. ' Now you know you all laugh at 
Mrs. Malaprop and her sayings. But I have 
always thought there was a great deal of good 
sense in one of them, and that is when she 
speaks of people beginning with a little aversion. 
Oh, you may smile, but it's true. It is far 
better than being indifferent. Eosalind will 
think a great deal more of the man because he 
made her very angry. And as he showed after 
that he could make himself exceedingly plea- 
sant.' 

' He did not make her angry.' 

'Oh, I thought you said he did. Some- 
thing about poor Grace — that he met her and 
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thought badly of her, or something. I. shall 
take an opportunity when he calls to question 
him myself. I dare say he will tell me more.' 

' Don't, unless you wish to distress me very 
much, Sophy ; I would rather not hear any- 
thing about her, nor take him into our family 
secrets.' 

' Do you think not, John? Oh, of course 
I will do nothing to displease you. Perhaps, 
on the whole, indeed, it will be better not to 
have him come here any more on account of 
Kosalind, for of course his people 

*Who are his people? — he is a man of 
education himself. I don't see why we should 
take it to heart whatever his people may be.' 

' Oh, well, there is a brother a doctor, I 
believe, and somebody who is a schoolmaster, 
and the mother and sister, who live in — quite 
a little out-of-the-way place.' 

' I thought you must mean a greengrocer,' 
said John. ' Let him alone, Sophy, that is the 
best way ; everything of the kind is best left to 
nature. I shall be very happy to see him if 
he comes, and I will not break my heart if he 
doesn't come. It is always most easy, and 
generaUy best, to let things alone.' 

' Well, if you think so, John.' There was 
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a little hesitation in Mrs. Lennox's tone, but it 
was not in her to enforce a contrary view. 
And as it was a point he insisted upon that 
nothing should be said to Eosalind on the 
subject, that too was complied with. It was 
not indeed a subject on which Mrs. Lennox 
desired to tackle Eosalind. She had herself 
the greatest difficulty in refraining from all 
discussion of poor Grace, but she never cared 
to discuss her with Eosalind, who maintained 
Mr&. Trevanion's cause with an impetuosity 
which confused all her aunt's ideas. She could 
not hold her own opinion against professions of 
faith so strenuously made ; and yet she did 
hold it in a wavering way, yielding to Eosalind's 
vehemence for the moment, only to resume her 
own convictions with much shaking of her 
head when she was by herself. It was diffitult 
for her to maintain her first opinion on the 
subject of Mr. Eivers and his people. When 
. he called he made himself so agreeable that 
Mrs. Lennox could not restrain the invitation 
that rushed to her lips. ' John will be so sorry 
that he has missed you ; won't you come and 
dine with us on Saturday ? ' she said, before 
she could remember that it was not desirable he 
should be encouraged to come to the house. 
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And Eosalind had been so grateful to him for 
never returning to the subject of the photograph 
or seeming to remember anything about it, that 
his natural attraction was rather increased than 
diminished to her by that incident. There 
were few men in the neighbourhood who talked 
like Mr. Eivers. He knew everybody, he had 
been everywhere. Sonietimes when he talked 
of the beautiful places he had seen, Eosalind 
was moved by a thrill of expectation ; she 
waited almost breathless for a mention of Spain 
for something that would recall to him the 
interrupted conversation of the first evening. 
But he kept religiously apart from every mention 
of Spain. He passed by the writing-table upon 
which the shrine in which the portrait was 
enclosed stood, now always shut, without so 
much as a glance which betrayed any associa- 
tion with it, any recollection. Thank heaven 
he had forgotten all that, it had passed from his 
mind as a mere trivial accident without import- 
ance. She was satisfied, yet disappointed too. 
But it never occurred to Eosalind that this 
scrupulous silence meant that Eivers had by no 
means forgotten ; and he was instantly conscious 
that the portrait was covered ; he lost nothing 
of these details. Though the story had faded 
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out of the recollection of the Clifton people, to 
whom it had never been well known, he did 
not fail to discover something of the facts of 
the case ; and perhaps it was the existence of a 
mystery which led him back to the Elms, and 
induced him to accept Mrs. Lennox's invitation 
to come on Saturday. This fact lessened the 
distance between the beautiful young Miss 
Trevanion, and the man whose ' people ' were 
not at all on the Highcourt level. He had 
thought at first that it would be his best policy 
to take himself away and see as little as might 
be of Eosalind. But when he heard that there 
was ' some story about the mother,' he ceased to 
feel the necessity for so much self-denial. 
When there is a story about a mother it does 
the daughter harm socially ; and Eivers was 
not specially diffident about his own personal 
claims. The disadvantage on his side of having 
' people ' who were not in society was neutral- 
ised on hers by having a mother who had been 
talked of. Neither of these facts harmed the 
individual. He. Arthur Eivers, was not less of 
a personage in his own right because his mother 
lived in a small street in Clifton and was nobody, 
and she, Eosalind Trevanion, was not less 
delightful because her mother had been breathed 
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upon by scandal ; but the drawback on her 
side brought them upon something like an 
equality, and did away with the drawback on 
his which was not so great a drawback. This 
at least was how he reasoned. He did not 
even know that the lady about whom there was 
a story was not Eosalind's mother, and he could 
not make up his mind whether it was possible 
that the lady whom he had recognised could be 
that mother. But after he had turned the 
whole matter over in his mind, after a week 
had elapsed, and he had considered it from 
every point of view, he went over to the Elms 
and called. This was the result of his thoughts. 
It must not be concluded from these reflec- 
tions that he had fallen in love at first sight 
according to a mode which has gone out of 
fashion. He had not perhaps gone so far as 
that. He was a man of his time, and took no 
such plunges into the unseen. But Eosalind 
Trevanion had somewhat suddenly detached 
herself from all other images when he came, 
after years of wandering, into the kind of easy 
acquaintance with her which is produced by 
living, even if it is only from Saturday to 
Monday, in the same house. He had met all 
kinds of women of the world, old and yoiing, 



112 MADAM. 

some of them quite young, younger than Eosa- 
lind, in the spheres which he had frequented 
most: but not any that were so fresh, so 
maidenly, so full of charm, and yet so little 
artificial ; no child but a woman, and yet with- 
out a touch of that knowledge which stains the 
thoughts. This was what had caught his 
attention amid the simple but conventional cir- 
cumstances that surrounded her. Innocence is 
sometimes a little silly ; or so at least this man . 
of the world thought. But Kosalind under- 
stood as quickly, and had as much intelligence 
in her eyes as any of his former acquaintances, 
and yet was as entirely without any evil know- 
ledge as a child. It had startled him strangely 
to meet that look of hers, so pathetic, so 
reproachful, though he did not know why. 
Something deeper still was in that look, it w^as 
the look an angel might have given to one who 
drew his attention to a guilt or a misery from 
which he could give no deliverance. The 
shame of the discovery, the anguish of it, the 
regret and heart-breaking pity, all these shone 
in Eosalind's eyes. He had never been able to 
forget that look. And he could not get her 
out of his mind, do what he would. No, it 
was not falling in love ; for he was quite cool 
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and able to think over the question whether, as 
she was much younger, better oflf, and of more 
important connections than himself, he had not 
better go away and see her no more. He took 
this fully into consideration from every point of 
view, reflecting that the impression made upon 
him was shght as yet and might be wiped out, 
whereas if he remained at Clifton and visited 
the Elms, it might become more serious and 
lead him further than it would be prudent to 
go. But if there was a story about the mother 
— if it was possible that the mother might be 
wandering over Europe in the equivocal com- 
pany of some adventurer — this was an argument 
which might prevent any young dukes from 
' coming forward,' and might inake a man who 
was not a duke, nor of any lofty lineage, more 
likely to be received on his own standing. 

This course of thought took him some time, 
as we have said, during which his mother, a 
simple woman who was very proud of him, 
could not think why Arthur should be so slow 
to keep up with ' his friends the Trevanions,' 
who ranked among the county people and were 
quite out of her humble range. She said to 
her daughter that it was silly of Arthur. ' He 
thinks nothing of them because he is used to 
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the very first society both in London and 
abroad,' she said. ' But he ought to remember 
that Clifton is different, and they are quite the 
best people here.' ' Why don't you go and see 
your fine friends ? ' she said to her son. ' Oh 
no, Arthur, I am not foolish — ^I don't expect 
Mrs. Lennox and Miss Trevanion to visit me 
and the girls — ^I think myself just as good in 
my way, but of course there is a difference ; 
not for you though, Arthur, who have met the 
Prince of Wales and know everybody — ^I think 
it is your duty to keep them up.' At this he 
laughed, saying nothing : but thought all the 
more ; and at last at the end of a week he came 
round to his mother's opinion, and made up 
his mind that, if not his duty, it was at least 
a reasonable and not imprudent indulgence. 
And upon this argument he called, and was in- 
vited on the spot by Mrs. Lennox, who had 
just been saying how imprudent it was of John 
to have brought him to the house, to come and 
dine on Saturday. Thus things which have 
never appeared possible come about. 

He went on Saturday and dined, and as a 
bitter frost had come on, and all the higher 
world of the neighbourhood was coming on 
Monday to the pond near the Elms to skate, if 
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the frost held, was invited for that too ; and 
went, and was introduced to a great many 
people, and made himself quite a reputation 
before the day was over. There never had 
been a more successful debut in society. And 
a '^ Times ' Correspondent ! Nobody cared who 
was his father or what his family; he had 
enough in himself to gain admittance every- 
where. And he had a distinguished look with 
his grey hair and bright eyes, far more than the 
ordinary man of his age who is beginning to 
get rusty, or perhaps bald, which is not becom- 
ing. Mr. Eivers's hair was abundant and full 
of curl ; there was no sign of age in his hand- 
some face and vigorous figure, which made the 
whiteness of his locks piquant. Indeed there 
was no one about, none of the great county 
gentlemen, who looked so imposing. Eosalind, 
half afraid of him, half drawn towards him, 
because, notwithstanding the dreadful disclo- 
sure he had made, he had admired and remem- 
bered the woman whom she loved, and more 
than half grateful to him for never having 
touched on the subject again, was half proud 
now of the notice he attracted, and because he 
more or less belonged to her party. She was 
pleased that he should keep by her side and 

I 2 



116 MADAM, 

manifestly devote himself to her. Thus it 
happened that she ceased to ask herself the 
question which has been referred to in previous 
pages, and began to think that the novels were 
right, after all, and that the commodity in 
which they dealt so largely did fall to every 
woman's lot. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

EoLAND Hamerton was not one of those on 
whom Mr. Rivers made this favourable impres- 
sion. He would fain indeed have found some- 
thing against him, something which would have 
justified him in stigmatising as a ' cad,' or setting 
down as full of conceit, the new-comer about 
whom everybody was infatuated. Roland was 
not shabby enough to make capital out of the 
lowliness of Arthur's connections, though the 
temptation to do so crossed his mind more than 
once : but the young man was a gentleman, 
and could not, even in all the heat of rivalship, 
make use of such an argument. There was 
indeed nothing to be said against the man 
whom Roland felt, with a pang, to be so much 
more interesting than himself; a man who 
knew when to hold his tongue as well as when 
to speak ; who would never have gone and 
done so ridiculous a thing as he (Hamerton) 
had done, trying to convince a girl against her 
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will and to shake her partisan devotion. The 
young fellow perceived now what a mad idea 
this had been, but unfortunately it is not till 
after the event that a simple mind learns such 
a lesson. Eivers, who was older, had no doubt 
found it out by experience, or else he had a 
superior instinct and was a better diplomatist, 
or perhaps thought less of the consequences 
involved. It wounded Eoland to think of the 
girl he loved as associated in any way with a 
w^oman who was under a stain. He could not 
bear to think that her robe of whiteness should 
ever touch the garments of one who was sullied. 
But afterwards, when he came to think, he saw 
how foolish he had been. Perhaps Eosalind 
felt, though she could not allow it, everything 
he had ventured to suggest: but naturally when 
it was said to her brutally by an outsider, she 
would flare up. Eoland could remember, even 
in his own limited experience, corresponding 
instances. He saw the defects of the members 
of his own family clearly enough, but if any- 
one else ventured to point them out! Yes, yes, 
he had been a fool, and he had met with the 
fate he deserved. Eosahnd had said condition- 
ally that if it were true she would never speak 
to him again, but that it was not true. She had 
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thus left for herself a way of escape. He knew 
very well that it was all truth he had said, but 
he was glad enough to take advantage of her 
wilful scepticism when he perceived that it 
afforded a way of escape from the sentence of 
excommunication otherwise to be pronounced 
against him. He stayed away from the Elms 
for a time, which was also the time of the frost, 
when there was nothing to be done ; but 
ventured on the third or fourth day to the pond 
to skate, and was invited by Mrs. Lennox, as 
was natural, to stay and dine, which he 
accepted eagerly when he perceived that Eosa- 
lind, though cold, was not inexorable. She 
said very httle to him for that evening or many 
evenings after, but still she did not carry out 
her threat of never speaking to him again. But 
when he met the other, as he now did perpetu- 
ally, it was not in human nature to preserve an 
unbroken amiability. He let Eivers see by 
many a silent indication that he hated him, and 
found him in his way. He became disagree- 
able, poor boy, by dint of rivalry and the 
galling sense he had of the advantages pos- 
sessed by the new-comer. He would go so far 
as to sneer at travellers' tales, and hint a doubt 
that there might be another version of such 
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and such an incident. When he had been 
guilty of suggestions of this kind he was over- 
powered with shame. But it is very hard to 
be generous to a man who has the better of you 
in every way ; who is handsome, cleverer, even 
taller ; can talk far better, can amuse people 
whom you only bore ; and when you attempt 
to argue can turn you, alas ! inside out with a 
touch of his finger. The prudent thing for 
Roland to have done would have been to 
abstain from any comparison of himself wdth 
his accomplished adversary ; but he was not 
wise enough to do this : few, very few, young 
men are so wise. He was always presenting 
his injured, offended, clouded face, by the side 
of the fine features and serene, secure look of 
the elder man, who was thus able to contem- 
l)late him, and, worse, to present him to others, 
in the aspect of a mad youngster, irritable and 
unreasoning. Roland was acutely, painfully 
aware that this was not his character at all, and 
yet that he had the appearance of it, and that 
Rosalind no doubt must consider him so. The 
union of pain, resentment, indignation at the 
thought of such injustice, with a sense that it 
scarcely was injustice, and that he was doing 
everything to justify it, made the poor young 
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fellow as miserable as can be imagined. He 
did not deserve to be so looked upon, and yet 
he did deserve it; and Bivers was an intoler- 
able prig and tyrant, using a giant's strength 
villainously as a giant, yet in a way which was 
too cunning to afford any opening for reproach. 
He could have wept in his sense of the intoler- 
able, and yet he had not a word to say. Was 
there ever a position more difficult to bear? 
And poor Eoland felt that he had lost groimd 
in every way. Ever since that unlucky inter- 
ference of his and disclosure of his private 
information (which he saw now was the silliest 
thing that could have been done) there was no 
lingering in the firelight, no tete-a-tete ever 
accorded to him. When Mi's. Lennox went to 
dress lor dinner, Eosalind went too. After a 
while she ceased to show her displeasure, and 
talked to him as usual when they met in the 
presence of the family : but he saw her by 
herself no more. He could not make out 
indeed whether that fellow was ever admitted 
to any such privilege : but it certainly was 
extended to himself no more. 

The neighbourhood began to take a great 
interest in the Elms when this rivaLship fii-st 
became apparent, which it need not have done 
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had Hamerton shown any command of him- 
self ; for Mr. Eivers was perfectly well bred, 
and there is nothing in which distinguished 
manners show more plainly than in the way by 
which, in the first stage of a love-making, a 
man can secure the object of his devotion from 
all remark. There can be no better test of a 
high-bred gentleman ; and though he was only 
the son of a humble family with no pretension 
to be considered county people, he answered 
admirably to it. Eosalind was herself conscious 
of the special homage he paid her, but no one 
else would have been at all the wiser had it 
not been for the ridiculous jealousy of Boland, 
who could not contain himself in Eivers's 
presence. 

The position of Eosalind between these two 
men was a little different from the ordinary 
ideal. The right thing to have done in her 
circumstances would have been, had she ' felt a 
preference,' as it was expressed in the eighteenth 
century, to have with all the delicacy and firm- 
ness proper to maidenhood so discouraged and 
put down the one who was not preferred as to 
have left him no excuse for persisting in his 
vain pretensions. If she had no preference 
she ought to have gently but decidedly made 
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both aware that their homage was vain. As 
for taking any pleasure in it, if she did not 
intend in either case to recompense it — that 
would not be thought of for a moment. But 
Eosalind, though she had come in contact with 
so much that was serious in life, and had so 
many of its gravest duties to perfoim, was yet 
so young and so natural as not to be at all 
superior to the pleasure of being sought. She 
liked it, though her historian does not know 
how to make the admission. No doubt, had 
she been accused of such a sentiment, she 
would have denied it hotly and even with some 
indignation, not being at all in the habit of 
investigating the phenomena of her own mind ; 
but yet she did not in her heart dislike to feel 
that she was of the first importance to more 
than one beholder, and that her presence or 
absence made a difference in the aspect of the 
world to two men. A sense of being approved, 
admired, thought much of, is always agreeable. 
Even when the sentiment does not go the 
length of love, there is a certain moral support 
in the consciousness in a girl's mind that she 
embodies to someone the best things in human- 
kind. When the highest instincts of love touch 
the heart it becomes a sort of profanity indeed 
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to think of any but the one who has awakened 
that divine inspiration ; but in the earlier stages, 
before any sentiment has become definite, or 
her thoughts begun to contemplate any final 
decision, there is a secret gratification in the 
mere consciousness. It may not be an elevated 
feeling, but it is a true one. She is pleased ; 
there is a certain elation in her veins in spite of 
herself. Mr. Euskin says that a good girl 
should have seven suitors at least, all ready to 
do impossibihties in her service, among whom 
she should choose, but not too soon, letting 
each have a chance. Perhaps in the present 
state of statistics this is somewhat impracticable, 
and it may perhaps be doubted whether the 
adoration of these seven gentlemen would be a 
very safe moral atmosphere for the young lady. 
It also goes rather against the other rule, which 
insists on a girl falling in love as well as her 
lover ; that is to say, making her selection by 
chance, by impulse, and not by proof of the 
worthiest. But at least it is a high authority 
in favour of a plurality of suitors, and might 
be adduced by the offenders in such cases as a 
proof that their otherwise not quite excusable 
satisfaction in the devotion of more than one 
was almost justifiable. The dogma had not 
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been given forth in Eosalind's day, and she was 
not aware that she had any excuse at all, but 
blushed for herself if ever she was momentarily 
conscious of so improper a sentiment. She 
blushed, and then she withdrew from the out- 
side world in which these two looked at her 
with looks so different from those they directed 
towards any other, and thought of neither of 
them. On such occasions she would return to 
her room with a vague cloud of incense breath- 
ing about her, a sort of faint atmosphere of 
flattered and happy sentiment in her mind, or 
sit down in the firelight in the drawing-room 
which Aunt Sophy had left, and think. About 
whom? Oh, about no one! she would have 
said — about a pair of beautiful eyes which were 
like Johnny's, and which seemed to follow and 
gaze at her with a rapture of love and devotion 
still more wonderful to behold. This image 
was so abstract that it escaped all the draw- 
backs of fact. There was nothing to detract 
from it, no test of reality to judge it by. 
Sometimes she found it impossible not to laugh 
at Eoland; sometimes she disagreed violently 
with something Mr. Elvers said ; but she never 
quarrelled with the visionary lover, who had 
appeared out of the unknown merely to make 
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an appeal to her, as it seemed, to frustrate her 
affections, to bid her wait until he should reveal 
himself. Would he come again ? Should she 
ever see him again ? All this was unreal in the 
last degree. But so is everything in a young 
mind at such a moment, when nature plays 
with the first approaches of fate. 

' Mr. Eivers seems to be staying a long time 
in Clifton,' Mrs. Lennox said one evening, dis- 
turbing Eosalind out of these dreams. Eoland 
was in the room, though she could scarcely see 
him, and Eosahnd had been guilty of what she 
herself felt to be the audacity of thinking of her 
unknown lover in the very presence of this 
visible and real one. She had been sitting very 
quiet, drawing back out of the light, while a 
gentle hum of talk went on on the other side of 
the fire. The windows, with the twilight stars 
looking in, and the bare boughs of the trees 
waving across, formed the background, and Mrs. 
Lennox, relieved against one of those windows, 
was the centre of the warmly but uncertainly 
lighted room. Hamerton sat behind, responding 
vaguely, and intent upon the shadowed comer 
in which Eosahnd was. 'How can he be 
spared, I wonder, out of his newspaper work ? ' 
said the placid voice. ' I have always heard it 
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was a dreadful drudgery, and that you had to 
be up all night, and never got any rest.' 

' He is not one of the principal ones, per- 
haps,' Roland replied. 

' Oh, he must be a principal ! John would 
not have brought a man here who is nothing 
particular to begin with, if he had not been a 
sort of a personage in his way.' 

'Well then, perhaps he is too much of a 
principal,' said Hamerton ; ' perhaps it is only 
the secondary people that are always on duty : 
and this, you know, is what they call the silly 
time of the year,' 

' I never knew much about newspaper 
people,' said Aunt Sophy in her comfortable 
voice, something like a cat purring by the 
warm glow of the fire. ' We did not think 
much of them in my time. Indeed there are 
a great many people who are quite important 
in society nowadays that were never thought of 
in my time. I never knew how important a 
newspaper editor was till I read that novel of 
Mr. TroUope's — do you remember which one 
it is, Rosalind ? — Where there is Tom something 
or other who is the editor of the " Jupiter." 
That was said to mean the " Times." But if 
Mr. Rivers is so important as that^ how does he 
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manage to stay so long at Clifton, where I am 
sure there is nothing going on ? ' 

' Sometimes,' said Hamerton, after a pause, 
* there are things going on which are more im- 
portant than a man's business, though perhaps 
they don't show.' 

There was something in the tone with which 
he said this which called Eosalind out of her 
dreams. She had heard them talking before, 
but not with any interest ; now she was roused, 
though she could scarcely tell why. 

' That is all very well for you, Eoland, who 
have no business. Oh ! I know you're a bar- 
rister, but as you never did anything at the 

bar A man when he has money of his 

own and does not live by his profession can 
please himself, I suppose ; but when his profes- 
sion is all he has, nothing, you know, ought to 
be more important than that. And if his 
family keep him from his work, it is not right. 
A mother ought to know better, and even a 
sister ; they ought not to keep him, if it is they 
who are keeping him. Now, do you think, 
putting yourself in their place, that it is 
right?' 

* I can't fancy myself in the place of Eivers's 
mother or sister,' said Eoland with a laugh. 
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^ Oh, but I can, quite ! and I could not do 
such a thing ; for my own pleasure injure him 
in his career ! Oh no, no ! ' 

' And if it was anyone else,' said Aunt 
Sophy, * I do think it would be nearly criminal. 
If it was a girl, for instance. Girls are the most 
thoughtless creatures on the face of the earth ; 
they don't understand such things ; they don't 
really know. I suppose, never having had any- 
thing to do themselves, they don't understand. 
But if a girl should have so little feeling and 
play with a man, and keep him from his work, 
when perhaps it may be ruinous to him,' said 
Mrs. Lennox. When she was not contradicted, 
she could express herself with some force, 
though if once diverted from her course she 
had little strength to stand against opposition. 
' I cannot say less than that it would be criminal,' 
she said. 

' Is anyone keeping Mr. Eivers from his 
work ? ' said Rosalind suddenly out of her 
corner, which made Mrs. Lennox start. 

' Dear me, are you there, Eosalind ? I 
thought you had gone away ' (which we fear 
was not quite true). ' Keeping Mr. Eivers, did 
you say ? I am sure, my dear, I don't know. 
I think something must be detaining him. I 
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am sure he did not mean to stay so long when 
he first came here.' 

' But perhaps he knows best himself. Aunt 
Sophy, don't you think ? ' Eosalind said, rising 
up with youthful severity and coming forward 
into the ruddy light. 

'Oh yes, my dear, I have no doubt he 
does,' Mrs. Lennox said, faltering ; ' I was only 
saying ' 

' You were blaming someone ; you were 
saying it was his mother's fault, or perhaps some 
girl's fault. I think he is likely to know much 
better than any girl ; it must be his own fault 
if he is wasting his time. I shouldn't think 
he was wasting his time. He looks as if he 
knew very well what he was about — ^better than 
a girl, who, as you were saying, seldom has 
anything to do.' 

' Dear me, Eosalind, I did not know you 
were listening so closely. Yes, to be sure he 
must know best. You know, Eoland, gossip is 
a thing that she cannot abide. And she knows 
you and I have been gossiping about our 
neighbours. It is not so ; it is really because I 
take a great interest ; and you too, Eoland.' 

' Oh no, I don't take any interest,' cried 
Hamerton hastily ; ' it was simple gossip on 
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my part. If he were to lose ever so much time 
or money, or anything else, I shouldn't care ! ' 

'It is of no consequence to any of us/ 
Eosahnd said. ' I should think Mr. Eivers did 
what he pleased, without minding much what 
people say. And as for throwing the blame 
upon a girl ! What could a girl have to do 
with it ? ' She stood still for a moment, holding 
out her hands in a sort of indignant appeal, 
and then turned to leave the room, taking no 
notice of the apologetic outburst from her 
aunt. 

'I am sure I was not blaming any girl, 
Eosalind. I was only saying, if it was a girl ; 
but to be sure when one thinks of it, a girl 
couldn't have anything to do with it,' came 
somewhat tremulously from Aunt Sophy's Ups. 
Miss Trevanion took no notice of this, but 
went away through the partial darkness, hold- 
ing her head high. She had been awakened 
for the moment out of her dreams. The two 
who were left behind felt guilty, and drew 
together for mutual support. 

' She thinks I mean her,' said Mrs. Lennox ; 
' she thinks I was talking at her, Now I never 
talk at people, Eoland, and really, when I 
began, I did think she had gone away. You 
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don't suppose I ever meant it was Rosalind ? ' 
she cried. 

* But it is Rosalind,' said young Hamerton, 
* I can't be deceived about it. We are both in 
the same box. She might make up her mind 
and put us out of our misery. No, I don't 
want to be put out of my misery, I'd rather 
wait on and try, and think there was a little 
hope.' 

' There must be hope,* cried Mrs. Lennox ; 
' of course there is hope. Is it rational that 
she should care for a stranger with grey hair, 
and old enough to be her father, instead of you 
whom she has known all her life? Oh no, 
Roland, it is not possible. And even if it were, 
I should object, you may be sure. It may be 
fine to be a " Times " correspondent, but what 
could he settle upon her ? You may be sure he 
could settle nothing upon her. He has his 
mother and sister to think of. And then he is 
not like a man with money, he has only what 
lie works for ; there is not much in that that 
could be satisfactory to a girl's friends. No, 
no, I will never give my consent to it; I 
promise you that.' 

Roland shook his head notwithstanding. 
But he still took a little comfort from what 
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Aunt Sophy said. Such words always afford a 
grain of consolation; though he knew that 
she was not capable of holding by them in face 
of any opposition, still there was a certain 
support even in hearing them said. But he 
shook his head. * If she liked him best I 
would not stand in their way/ he said ; ' that is 
the only thing to be guided by. Thank you 
very much, Mrs. Lennox ; you are my only 
comfort. But still, you know, if she likes him 

best I don't think much of the grey hair 

and all that,' he added somewhat tremulously. 
' I'm not the man he is, in spite of his grey hair. 
And girls are just as likely as not to like that 
best,' said the honest young fellow. ' I don't 
entertain any delusion on the subject. I would 
not stand in her way, not a moment, if she 
likes him best/ 
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CHAPTER XXXin. 

Rosalind herself was much aroused by this 
discussion. She thought it unjust and cruel. 
She had done nothing to call for such a re- 
proach. She had not attempted to make Mr. 
Rivers love her, nor to keep him from his 
work, nor to interfere in any way with his 
movements. She had even avoided him at the 
first ; almost disliked him, she said to herself : 
and that she should be exposed to remark on 
his account was not to be borne. She retired 
to her room, full of lively indignation against 
her aunt and Roland, and even against Rivers, 
who was entirely innocent, surely, if ever man 
was. This was another phase, one she had not 
thought of, in the chapter of hfe which had 
begun by that wonder in her mind why she had 
no lover. She had been surprised by the 
absence of that figure in her hfe, and then had 
seen him appear, and had felt the elation, the 
secret joy of being worshipped. But now the 
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matter had entered into another phase, and she 
herself was to be judged as an independent 
actor in it; she who had been only passive, 
doing nothing, looking on with curiosity and 
interest, and perhaps pleasure, but no more. 
What had she to do with it ? She had no part 
in the matter : it was their doing, theirs only, 
all through. She had done nothing to influence 
their fate. She had conducted herself towards 
them no otherwise than she did to old Sir 
John, or Mr. Penworthy, the clergyman, both 
of whom were Eosalind's good friends. If 
Mr. Bivers had taken up a different idea of 
her, that was his doing, not hers. She detain 
him, keep him from his business, interfere with 
his career ! She thought Aunt Sophy must be 
mad, or dreaming. Eosalind was indignant to 
be made a party at all in the matter. It had 
thus entered a stage of which she had no 
anticipation. It had been pleasant inasmuch as 
it was entirely apart from herself, the attentions 
unsolicited, the admiration unsought. It was a 
new idea altogether that she should be con- 
sidered accountable, or brought within the 
possibility of blame. What was she to do ? 
Mr. Eivers was expected at the Elms that very 
evening, at one of Mrs. Lennox's everlasting 
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dinner parties. Eosalind had not hitherto 
looked upon thero as everlasting dinner parties. 
She had enjoyed the lively tiow of society, 
which Aunt Sophy (who enjoyed it very much) 
considered herself to keep up for Eosahnd's 
sake, that she should have pleasant company 
and amusement. Now, however, Miss Trevanioa 
was suddenly of opinion that she had hated 
them all along ; that, above all, she had disliked 
the constant invitations to these men. It 
would be indispensable that she should put up 
with this evening s party, which it was now 
much too late to elude. But after to-night she 
resolved that she would make a protest. She 
would say to Aunt Sophy that henceforward 
she must be excused. Whatever happened, she 
must disentangle herself from this odious 
position as a girl who was responsible for the 
feeling, whatever it was, entertained for her by 
a gentleman. It was preposterous, . it was 
insupportable. Whatever he chose to think, it 
was his doing, and not hers at all. 

These sentiments gave great stateliness to 
Rosalindas aspect when she went down to dinner. 
They even influenced her dress, causing her to 
put aside the pretty toilette she had intended to 
make, and attire herself in an old and very 
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serious garment which had been appropriated 
to evenings when the family were alone. Mrs. 
Lennox stared at her niece in consternation 
when she saw this visible sign of contrariety 
and displeasure. It disturbed her beyond 
measure to see how far Rosalind had gone in 
her annoyance : whereas the gentlemen, with 
their usual density, saw nothing at all the 
matter, but thought her more dazzling than 
usual in the little black dress, which somehow 
threw up all her advantages of complexion and 
the whiteness of her pretty arms and throat* 
She had put on manners, however, which were 
more repellent than her dress, and which froze 
Hamerton altogether, who had a guilty know- 
ledge what was the matter which Eivers did 
not share. Roland was frozen externally, but 
it cannot be denied that in his heart there was 
a certain guilty pleasure. He thought that the 
suggestion that she had encouraged Rivers was 
quite enough to make Rosalind henceforward 
so much the reverse of encouraging that his 
rival would see the folly of going on with his 
suit, and the field would be left free to himself 
as before. Rosalind might not be the better 
inclined, in consequence, to himself : but it was 
worth something to get that fellow, whom 
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nobody could help looking at, away. There 
were two or three indifferent people in the 
company this evening, to whose amusement 
Eosalind devoted herself, ignoring both the 
candidates for her favour : and, as is natural in 
such circumstances, she was more lively, more 
gay than usual, and eager to please these 
indifferent persons. As for Eivers, he thought 
she was out of sorts, perhaps out of temper 
(for he was aware that in this point she was 
not perfect), her usual friendliness and sweetness 
clouded over. But a man of his age does not 
jump into despair as youth does, and he waited 
patiently believing that the cloud would pass 
away. Eivers had been very wise in his way 
of approaching Eosalind. He had not tried 
openly to appropriate her society, to keep by 
her side, to make his adoration patent, as foolish 
Eoland did. To-night, however, he, too, adop- 
ted a different course. Perhaps her changed 
aspect stirred him up, and he felt that the 
moment had come for a bolder stroke. However 
this might be, whether it was done by accident 
or on principle, the fact was that. his tactics 
were changed. When Eosalind rose, by Mrs. 
Lennox's desire, and went to the writing table 
to write an address, Eivers rose too, and 
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followed her, drawing a chair near hers with 
the air of having something special to say. ' I 
want to ask your advice, if you will permit me, 
Miss Trevanion,' he said. 

' My advice ! oh no ! ' said Eosalind ; ' I am 
not wise enough to be able to advise anyone.' 

'You are young and generous. I do not 
want wisdom.' 

' Not so very young,' said Eosalind. ' And 
how do you know that I am generous at all ? 
I do not think I am.' 

He smiled and went on without noticing 
this protest. ' My mother,' he said, ' wishes to 
come to London to be near me. I am some- 
times sent off to the end of the world, and often 
in danger. She thinks she would hear of me 
more easily, be nearer, so to speak, though I 
might happen to be in India or Zululand.' 

Eosalind was taken much by surprise. 
Her thoughts of him as of a man occupied 
above everything else by herself, seemed to 
come back upon her as if they had been flung 
in her face. His mother ! was she the subject 
of his anxiety? She felt as though she had 
been indulging a preposterous vanity and the 
most unfounded expectations. The colour flew 
to her face ; for what had she to do with his 
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mother, if his mother was what he was think- 
ing of? She was irritated by the suggestion, 
she could scarcely tell why. 

' I think it is very natural she should wish 
it, and you would be at home, I suppose, some- 
times,' she replied with a certain stiffness. 

'Do you think so? You know, Miss 
Trevanion, my family and I are in two different 
worlds ; I should be a fool if I tried to hide it. 
Would the difference be less, do you think, 
between St. James's and IsUngton, or between 
London and Clifton ? I think the first would 
tell most. They would not be happy with me, 
nor I, alas! with them. It is the penalty a 
man has to pay for getting on, as they call it. 
I have got on in my small way, and they are 
just where they were. How am I to settle it? 
If you could imagine yourself, if that were 
possible, in my position, what would you do ? ' 

There was a soft insinuation in his voice 
which would have gone to any girl's heart; 
and his eyes expressed a boundless faith in her 
opinion which could not be mistaken. The 
irritation which was entirely without cause died 
away, and, with the usual rebound of a generous 
nature, Eosahnd, penitent, felt her heart moved 
to a return of the confidence he showed in her. 
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She answered softly, ' I would do what my 
mother wished/ She was seated still in front 
of the writing-table, where stood the portrait, 
the little carved door of the frame half closed 
on it. A sudden impulse seized her. She 
pointed to it quickly without waiting to think : 
' That is the children's mother,' she said. 

He gave her a look of mingled sympathy 
and pain, ' I had heard something.' 

' What did you hear, Mr. Eivers ? Some- 
thing that was not true ? If you heard that 
she was not good, the best woman in the world, 
it was not true. I have always wanted to tell 
you. She went away not with her will ; 
because she could not help it. The children 
have almost forgotten her, but I can never 
forget. She was all the mother I have ever 
known.* 

Eosalind did not know at all why at such a 
moment she should suddenly have opened her 
heart to him on this subject, through which he 
had given her such a wound. She took it up 
hastily, instinctively, in the quickening impulse 
of her disturbed thoughts. She added in a low 
voice, ' What you said hurt me — oh, it hurt me, 
that night ; but afterwards, when I came to 
think of it, the feeling went away.' 
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'There was nothing to hurt you/ said 
Elvers, hastily. * I saw it was so, but I could 
not explain. Besides, I was a stranger and 
understood nothing. Don't you think I might 
be of use to you, perhaps, if you were to trust 
me ? ' He looked at her with eyes so full of 
sympathy that Eosalind's heart was altogether 
melted. ' I saw,' he added quietly, ' that there 
was a whole history in her face.' 

* Tell me all you saw — if you spoke to her 
— what she said. Oh ! if she had only known 
you were coming here! But life seems hke 
that — we meet people as it were in the dark, 
and we never know how much we may have to 
do with them. I could not let you go away 
without asking you. Tell me — ^before you go 
away.' 

' I will tell you. But I am not going away, 
Miss Trevanion.' 

' Oh ! ' cried Eosalind. She felt confused, 
as if she had gone through a world of conflict- 
ing experience since she first spoke. 'I 
thought you must be going, and that this was 
why you asked me.' 

' About my mother ? It was with a very 
differcDt view I spoke. I wished you to know 
something more about me. I wished you to 
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understand in what position I am, and to make 
you aware of her existence, and to find out what 
you thought about it ; what would appear to 
you the better way.' He was more excited 
and tremulous than became his years ; and she 
was softened by the emotion more than by 
the highest eloquence. 

' It must be always best to make her happy,' 
Eosahnd said. 

' Shall I tell you what would make her 
happy ? To see me sitting here by your side, to 
hear you counselling me so sweetly ; to know 
that was your opinion — to hope perhaps.' 

'Mr. Eivers, do not say any more about 
this. You make so much more than is neces- 
sary of a few simple words. What I want you 
to tell me is about her' 

' I will tell you as much as I know,' he 
said, with a pause and visible effort of self- 
restraint. ' She was travelling by the common 
routes, without any mystery. She had a maid 
with her, a tall, thin, anxious woman.' 

' Oh, Jane ! ' cried Eosalind, clasping her 
hands together with a Uttle cry of recognition 
and pleasure ; this seemed to give such reality 
to the tale. She knew very well that the 
faithful maid had gone with Mrs. Trevanion ; 
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but to see her in this picture gave comfort to 
her heart. 

* You knew her ? She seemed to be very 
anxious about her mistress, very careful of her. 
Miss Trevanion, it may very well be that in my 
wanderings I may meet with them again. Shall 
I say anything? Shall I carry a message ? ' 

Eosalind found her voice choked with tears. 
She made him a sign of assent, unable to do 
more. 

' What shall I tell her? That you trust me 
— that I am a messenger from you. I would 
rather be your ambassador than the Queen's. 
Shall I say that I have been so happy as to 
gain your confidence — or even perhaps ' 

* Oh, a httle thing will do,' cried the girl ; 
' she will understand you as soon as you say 
that Eosahnd ' 

He was leaning forward, his eyes fixed 
upon hers, his face full of emotion. He put 
out his hand and touched hers, which was 
leaning on the table. * Yes,' he said, ' I will 
say that Eosalind — so long as you give me an 
excuse for using that name.' 

Eosahnd came to herself with a little shock. 
She withdrew her hand hastily. 'Perhaps I 
am saying too much,' she said. ' It is only a 
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dream, and you may never see her. But I 
could not bear that you should imagine we did 
not speak of her, or that I did not love her, 
and trust her,' she added, drawing a long 
breath. ' This is a great deal too much about 
me, and you had begun to tell me of your own 
arrangements,' Eosalind said, drawing her chair 
aside a little in instinctive alarm. It was the 
sound she made in doing so which called the 
attention of John Trevanion — or, rather, which 
moved him to turn his steps that way, his atten- 
tion having been already attracted by the fixed 
and jealous gaze of Eoland, who had sat with 
his face towards the group by the writing-table 
ever since his rival had followed Eosalind 
there. 

Eivers saw that his chance was over, with a 
sigh, yet not perhaps with all the vehement 
disappointment of a youth. He had made a 
beginning, and perhaps he was not yet ready 
to go any further, though his feelings might 
have hurried him on too hastily, injudiciously, 
had no interruption occurred. But he had 
half frightened without displeasing her, which, 
as he was an experienced man, was a condition 
of things he did not think undesirable. There 
is a kind of fright which, to be plunged into 
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yet escape from, to understand without being 
forced to come to any conclusion, suits the high 
fantastical character of a young maiden's 
awakening feelings. And then before he, who 
was of a race so different, could actually ven- 
ture to ask a Miss Trevanion of Highcourt to 
marry him, a great many calculations and 
arrangements were necessary. He thought 
John Trevanion, who was a man of the world, 
looked at him with a certain surprise and dis- 
approval, asking himself perhaps what such a 
man could have to offer, what settlements he 
could make, what establishment he could keep 
up. 

*Are not you cold in this corner,' John 
said, ' so far from the fire, Eosalind ? — and you 
are a chilly creature. Eun away and get your- 
self warm.' He took her chair as she rose, and 
sat down with an evident intention of continu- 
ing the conversation. As a matter of fact 
John Trevanion was not asking himself what 
settlements a newspaper correspondent could 
make. He was thinking of other things. He 
gave a nod of his head towards the portrait, 
and said in a low tone, * She has been talking 
to you of her.' 

Bivers was half disappointed, half relieved. 
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It proved to him, he thought, that he was too 
insignificant a pretender to arouse any alarm 
in Eosalind's relations, which was a galling 
thought. At the same time it was better that 
he should have made up his mind more com- 
pletely what he was to say, before he exposed 
himself to any questioning on the subject. So 
he answered with a simple ' Yes.' 

' We cannot make up our minds to think 
any harm of her,' said Trevanion, leaning his 
head on his hand. * The circumstances are 
very strange, too strange for me to attempt to 
explain. And what you said seemed damaging 
enough. But I want you to know that I share 
somehow that instinctive confidence of Eosa- 
lind's. I believe there must be some explana- 
tion, even of the — companion ' 

Eivers could not but smile a little, but he 
kept the smile carefully to himself. He was 
not so much interested in the Avoman he did 
not know as he was in the young creature 
who, he hoped, might yet make a revolution in. 
his life. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

It was not very long after this that one of 
* England's little wars ' broke out — ^not a little 
war in so far as loss and cost went, but yet 
one of those convulsions that go on far from 
us, that only when they are identified by some 
dreadful and tragic incident really rouse the 
nation. It is more usual now than it used to 
be to have the note of horror struck in this 
way, and Elvers was one of the most important 
instructors of the English public in such 
matters. He went up to the Elms in the 
morning, an unusual hour, to tell his friends 
there that he was ordered off at once, and to 
bid them good-bye. He made as little as possible 
of his own special mission, but there was no 
disguising the light of excitement, anxiety, and 
expectation that was in his eyes. 

' If I were a soldier,' he said, ^ I should feel 
myself twice as interesting ; and Sophy perhaps 
would give me her ribbon to wear in my cap ; 
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but a newspaper correspondent has his share, of 
the kicks, and not much of the ha'pence, in the 
way of giory at least.' 

*0h, I think quite the reverse,' said Mrs. 
Lennox, always anxious to please and en- 
courage ; * because you know we should never 
know anything about it at home, but for 
you.' 

' And the real ha'pence do fall to your 
share, and not to the soldiers,' said John. 

*Well, perhaps it does pay better, which 
you will think an ignoble distinction,' he said, 
turning to Eosalind with a laugh. * But picking 
up news is not without danger any more than 
inflicting death is, and the trouble we take to 
forestall our neighbours is as hard as greater 
generalship.' He was very uneasy, looking 
anxiously from one to another. The impossi- 
bility of getting these people out of the way ! 
What device would do it ? he wondered. 
Mrs. Lennox sat in her chair by the fire with 
her crewel work as if she would never move, 
and Sophy had a holiday and was pervading 
the room in all corners at once ; and John 
Trevanion was writing at Eosalind's table, with 
the composure of a man who had no intention 
of bdng disturbed. How often does this 



150 MADAM. 

hopeless condition of affairs present itself when 
but one chance remains for the anxious lover ! 
Had Bivers been a duke, the diflSculty might 
easily have been got over, but he whose chief 
hope is not in the family, but in favour of the 
lady herself, has a more difficult task. Mrs. 
Lennox he felt convinced would have no desire 
to clear the way for him, and as for Mr. Tre- 
vanion, it was too probable that, even had the 
suitor been a duke, on the eve of a long and 
dangerous expedition, he would have watched 
over Eosalind s tranquillity and would not have 
allowed her to be disturbed. It was a hopelets 
sort of glance which the lover threw round him, 
ending in an unspoken appeal. They were very 
kind to him ; had he wanted money or help of 
influence, or any support to push him on in the 
world, John Trevanion, a true friend to all whom 
he esteemed, would have given it. But Eosa- 
lind — they would not give him five minutes with 
Eosahnd to save his life. 

Mrs. Lennox, however, whose amiability 
always overcame her prudence, caught the 
petition in his eyes and interpreted it after her 
own fashion. 

'Dear me,' she said, 'how sorry we shall 
be to lose you ! But you really must stay to 
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lunch. The last time I You could not do less 
for us than that. And we shall drink your 
health and wish you a happy return.' 

' That will do him so much good ; when he 
must have a hundred things to do.' 

* The kindness will do me good. Yes, I 
have a hundred things to do, but since Mrs. 
Lennox is so kind, it will do me more good 
than anything,' Eivers said. His eyes were 
glistening as if there was moisture in them : 
and Eosalind, looking up and perceiving the 
restlessness of anxiety in his face, was affected 
by a sympathetic excitement. She began to 
reahse what the position was— that he was 
going away and might never see her again. 
She would be sorry too. It would be a loss of 
importance, a sort of coming down in the 
world, to have no longer this man, not a boy 
like Eoland ; a man whose opinions people 
looked up to, who was one of the instructors 
and oracles of the world, depending upon her 
favour. There was perhaps more than this, a 
slightly responsive sentiment on her own part, 
not hke his, but yet something — ^an interest, a 
liking. Her heart began to beat ; there was a 
sort of anguish in his eyes which moved her 
more, she thought, than she had ever been 
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moved before — a force of appeal to her which 
she could scarcely resist. But what could she 
do ? She could not, any more than he could, 
clear the room of the principal persons in it, 
and give him the chance of speaking to her. 
Would she do it if she could? — she thought 
she would not. But yet she was agitated 
slightly, sympathetically, and gave him an 
answering look in which in the excitement of 
the moment he read a great deal more than 
there was to read. Was this to be all that was 
to pass between them before he went away.?^ 
How commonplace the observations of the 
others seemed to them both ! especially to 
Eivers, whose impatience was scarcely to be 
concealed, and who looked at the calm, every- 
day proceedings of the heads of the house with 
a sense that they were intolerable, yet a con- 
sciousness that the least sign of impatience 
would be fatal to him. 

' Are you frightened, then, Mr. Eivers, that 
you look so strange ? ' said Sophy, planting 
herself in front of him, and looking curiously 
into his face. 

* Sophy, how can you be so rude?* Mrs. 
Lennox said. 

'I don't think I am frightened — not yet,' 
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he said, with a laugh. ' It is time enough 
when the fighting begins.' 

* Are you very frightened then ? It is not 
rudeness ; I want to know. It must be very 
funny to go into battle. I should not have time 
to be frightened ; I should want to know how 
people feel, and I never knew anyone who 
was just going before. Did you ever want to 
run away ? ' 

*You know/ said Bivers, *I don't fight, 
except with another newspaper fellow, who 
shall get the news first.' 

* I am sure Mr. Eivers is frightened, for he 
has got tears in his eyes,' said the enfant terrible. 
♦Well, if they are not tears, it is something 
that makes your eyes very shiny. You have 
always rather shiny eyes. And you have 
never got a chair all this time, Mr. Eivers. 
Please sit down : for to move about like that 
worries Aunt Sophy. You are as bad as Eex 
when he comes home for the holidays. Aunt 
Sophy is always saying she will not put up 
with it.' 

* Child ! ' cried Mrs. Lennox, with dismay, 
* what I say to you is not meant for Mr. Eivers. 
Of course Mr, Eivers is a little excited. I am 
sure I shall look for the newspapers, and read 
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all the descriptions with twice as much interest. 
Eosalind, I wish you would go and get some 
flowers. We have none for the table. You 
were so busy this morning, you did not pay 
any attention. Those we have here will do 
very well for to-day, but for the table we want 
something fresh. Get some of those fine 
cactuses. They are just the thing to put on 
the table for anyone who is going to the 
wars.' 

' Yes, Aunt Sophy,' said Eosalind, faintly. 
She saw what was coming, and it frightened, 
yet excited her. ' There is plenty of time. It 
will do in — half an hour.' 

' My dear,' said Mrs. Lennox, with an absurd 
insistence, as if she meant something, ' you had 
better go at once.' 

' I am nervous, as SopLy has discovered, 
and can't keep still,' said Elvers. ' May I go 
too ? ' 

Eosalind looked at him, on her side with a 
kind of tremulous appeal, as he took her 
basket out of her hand. It seemed to say 
* Don't ! ' with a distinct sense that it was vain 
to say so. Aunt Sophy, with that foolish 
desire to please which went against all her 
convictions and baffled her own purpose, looked 
up at them as they stood, Eosalind hesitating 
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and he so eager. ' Yes, do ; it will cheer yoii 
up a little/ the foolish guardian said. 

And John Trevanion wrote on calmly, 
thinking nothing. They abandoned her to 
her fate. It was such a chance as Eivers 
could not have hoped for. He could scarcely 
contain himself as he followed her out of the 
room. She went very slowly, hoping perhaps 
even now to be called back, though she 
scarcely wished to be called back, and would 
have been disappointed too, perhaps. She could 
not tell what her feeUngs were, nor what she 
was going to do. Yet there came before her 
eyes as she went out a sudden vision of the 
other, the stranger, he whom she did not know, 
who had wooed her in the silence, in her 
dreams, and penetrated her eyes with eyes not 
bright and keen like those of Eivers, but 
pathetic like little Johnny's. Was she going 
to forsake the visionary for the actual ? Eosa- 
lind felt that she too was going into battle, not 
knowing what might come of it, into her first 
personal encounter with life and a crisis in 
which she must act for herself. 

' I did not hope for anything hke this,' he 
said hurriedly ; ' a good angel must have got 
it for me. I thought I should have to go 
without a word.' 
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* Oh no ! there will be many more words ; 
you have promised Aunt Sophy to stay to 
lunch/ 

* To see you in the midst of the family is 
almost worse than not seeing you at all. Miss 
Trevanion, you must know. Perhaps I am 
doing wrong to take advantage of their confi- 
dence, but how can I help it ? Everything in 
the world is summed up to me in this moment. 
Say something to me! To talk of love in 
common words seems nothing. I know no 
words that mean half what I mean. Say you 
will think of me sometimes when I am away.' 

Eosalind trembled very much in spite of all 
she could do to steady herself. They had gone 
through the hall without speaking, and it was 
only when they had gained the shelter of the 
conservatory, in which they were safe from 
interruption, that he thus burst forth. The 
interval had been so breathless and exciting 
that every emotion was intensified. She did 
not venture to look up at him, feeling as if 
something might take flame at his eyes, 

^ Mr. Eivers, I could say that very easily, 
but perhaps it would not mean what you 
think.' 

* Yes,' he said, * I see how it is ; the words 
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are too small for me, and you would mean just 
what they say. I want them to mean a great 
deal more, everything, as mine do. At my 
age,' he said with an agitated smile, * for I am 
too old for you, besides being not good enough 
in any way, at my age I ought to have the 
sense to speak calmly, to offer you as much as 
I can, which is no great things; but I have 
got out of my own control, Eosalind. Well, 
yes, let me say that — a man's love is worth 
that much, to call the girl whom he loves 
Eosalind, Eosalind. I could go on saying it, 
and die so, Uke Perdita's prince. All exag- 
gerated nonsense and folly, I know, I know, 
and yet all true.' 

She raised her head for a moment and gave 
him a look in which there was a sort of tender 
gratitude yet half-reproach, as if entreating him 
to spare her that outburst of passion, to meet 
which she was so entirely prepared. 

' I understand,' he said ; ' I can see into 
your sweet mind as if it were open before me. 
I am so much older than you are. But the 
love ought to be most on the man's side. I 
will take whatever you will give me. A Httle, 
a mere alms ! if I cannot get any more. If 
you say only that, that you will think of me 
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sometimes when I am away, and mean only 
that, and let me come back, if I come back, 
and see — what perhaps Providence may have 
done for me in the meantime ' 

' Mr. Eivers, I will think of you often. Is 
it possible I could do otherwise after what you 
say ? But when you come back, if you find that 
I do not — care for you more than now ' 

' Do you care for me at all now, Rosalind ? ' 

' In one way, but not as you want me. I 
must tell you the truth. I am always glad 
w^hen you come, I shall be very glad when you 
come back, but I could not — I could not ' 

' You could not — marry me, Eosalind ? ' 

She drew back a little from his side. She 
said ' No ' in a quick startled tone ; then she 
added, ' Nor any one,' half under her breath. 

' Nor any one,' he repeated : ' that is 
enough. And you will think of me when I 
am away, and if I come back, I may come and 
ask ? All this I will accept on my knees, and, 
at present, ask for no more.' 

' But you must not expect — you must not 
make sure of — when you come back ' 

' I will wait upon Providence and my good 
angel, Rosalind ! ' 

' What are you sayin?, Mr. Rivers, about 
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angels and Rosalind ? Do you call her by her 
name, and do you think she is an angel ? That 
is how people talk in novels ; I have read a 
great many. Why you have got no flowers! 
What have you been doing all this time? I 
made Aunt Sophy send me to help you with 
the cactuses, and Uncle John said, " Wei], 
perhaps it will be better." But oh, what idle 
things you arel The cactuses are not here 
even. You look as if you had forgotten all 
about them, Eose.' 

' We knew you were sure to come, and 
waited for you,' said Rivers ; ' that is to say, I 
did. I knew you were sure to follow. Here, 
Sophy, you and I will go for the cactuses, and 
Miss Trevanion will sit down and wait for us. 
Don't you think that is the best way ? ' 

' You call her Miss Trevanion now, but you 
called her Rosalind when I was not here Oh, 
and I know you don't care a bit for the flowers : 
you wanted only to talk to her when Uncle 
John and Aunt Sophy were out of the way.' 

' Don't you think that was natural, Sophy ? 
You are a wise little girl. You are very fond 
of Uncle John and Aunt Sophy, but still now 
and then you like to get away for a time, and 
tell your secrets.' 
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' Were you telling your secrets to Eosalind ? 
I am not very fond of them. I like to see 
what is going on, and to find people out.' 

' Shall I give you something to find out for 
me while I am away ? ' 

' Oh yes, yes, do ; that is what I should 
like,' cried Sophy, with her Uttle mischievous 
eyes dancing. ' And I will write and tell you. 
But then you must give me your address ; I 
shall be the only one in the house that knows 
your address ; and I'll tell you what they are all 
doing, every one of them. There is nothing I 
should Uke so much,' Sophy cried. She was so 
pleased with this idea that she forgot to ask 
what the special information required by her 
future correspondent was. 

Meanwhile Eosalind sat among the flowers, 
hearing the distant sound of their voices, with 
her heart beating and all the colour and bright- 
ness round flickering unsteadily in lier eyes. 
She did not know what she had done, or if she 
had done anything ; if she had pledged herself, 
or if she was still free. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

It happened after these events that sickness 
crept into Mrs. Lennox's cheerful house. One 
of the children had a lingering fever ; and 
Aunt Sophy herself was troubled with head- 
aches, and not up to the mark, the doctor said. 
This no doubt arose, according to the- infallible 
decrees of sanitary science, from some defi- 
ciency in the drainage, notwithstanding that a 
great deal of trouble had already been taken, 
and that a local functionary and expert in such 
matters had been almost resident in the house 
for some months to set right these sources of 
all evil. As soon, however, as it was under- 
stood that for the sixth or seventh time the 
house would have to be undermined, Mrs. 
Lennox came to a resolution which, as she 
said, she had ' always intended ' ; and that was 
to ' go abroad.' To go abroad is a thing which 
recommends itself to most women as an infal- 
hble mode of procuring pleasure. They may 
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not like it when they are there. Foreign 
' ways ' may be a weariness to their souls, and 
foreign languages a series of unholy mysteries 
which they do not attempt to fathom ; but 
going abroad is a panacea for all dulness and a 
good many maladies. The Englishwoman of 
simple mind is sure that she will be warmed 
and soothed, that the sun will always shine, the 
skies never rain, and everything go to her 
wish ' abroad.' She returns discontented, but 
she goes away always hopeful, scarcely able to 
conceive that grey skies and cold winds prevail 
anywhere except in her own island. Mrs. 
Lennox was of this simple-minded order. When 
she was driven to the depths of her recollection ' 
she could indeed remember a great many in- 
stances to the contrary, but in the abstract she 
felt that these were accidents, and, the likeli- 
hood was, would never occur again. And then 
it would be so good for the children ! They 
would learn languages without knowing, with- 
out any trouble at all. With this happy per- 
suasion English families every day convey their 
hapless babes into the depths of Normandy, 
for example, to learn French. Mrs. Lennox 
went to the Eiviera, as was inevitable, and 
afterwards to other places, thinking it as well. 
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as she said, while they were abroad, to see as 
much as possible. It was no small business to 
get the little caravanserai under weigh, and 
when it was accomplished it may be doubted 
how much advantage it was to the children 
for whose good, according to Aunt Sophy, 
the journey was prolonged. Little Amy and 
Johnny wandered with big eyes after the 
nurse who had replaced Russell, through Bome 
and Florence, and gazed alarmed at the towers 
of Bologna, which the children thought were 
falling upon them, without deriving very much 
instruction from the sight. 

It was a thoroughly English party, like 
many another, carrying its own little atmo- 
sphere about it and all its insular customs. 
The first thing they did on arriving at a new 
place was to establish a little England in the 
foreign hotel or chambres gamies which they 
occupied. The sitting-room at the inn took at 
once a kind of faux air of the dining-room at 
the Elms, Mrs. Lennox's work and her basket 
of crewels and her footstool being placed in the 
usual exact order, and a writing-table arranged 
for the family letters in the same light as that 
approved at home. And then there were 
elaborate arrangements for the nursery dinner 
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at a proper nursery hour, and for roast mutton 
and rice pudding, such as were fit food for 
British subjects of the ages of nine and seven. 
Then the whereabouts of the English church 
was inquired into, and the English chemist, and 
the bookshop where English books and espe- 
cially the editions of Baron Tauchnitz, and 
perhaps English newspapers, might be had. 
Having ascertained all this, and to the best of 
her power obliterated all difierence between 
Cannes, or Genoa, or Florence, or even Eome, 
and the neighbourhood of Clifton, Mrs. Lennox 
began to enjoy herself in a mild way. She 
took her daily drive, and looked at the Italians 
from her carriage, with a certain disapproval, 
much curiosity, and sometimes amusement. 
She disapproved of them because they were 
not English in a general way. She was too 
sweet-tempered to conclude, as some of the 
ladies did whom she met at the hotel, that they 
were universally liars, cheats, and extortioners, 
but they were not English; though perhaps^ 
poor things, that was not exactly their fault. 

This was how she travelled, and in a sober 
way enjoyed it. She thought the Riviera very 
pretty, if there were not so many sick people 
about ; and Florence very pretty too. * But I 
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have been here before, you know, my dear,' 
she said ; therefore her admiration was calm, 
and never rose into any of the raptures with 
which Rosalind sometimes was roused by a new 
landscape. She lived just as she would have 
done if she had never stirred from home, and 
was moderately happy, as happy as a person of 
her age has any right to be. The children 
came to her at the same hours, they had their 
dinner and walk at the same hours, and they 
all went to church on Sunday just in the same 
way. The table d'hdte^ at which she usually 
dined with Eosalind, was the only difference of 
importance between her life as a traveller and 
her life at home. She thought it was rather like 
a dinner-party without the trouble, and as she 
soon got to know a select httle ' set ' of English 
of her own condition in her hotel, and sat with 
them, the public table grew more and more 
like a private one, except in so far as that all 
the guests had the delightfiil privilege of finding 
fault. The clergyman called upon her, and 
made little appeals to her for deserving cases, 
and pleaded that Eosalind should help in the 
music, and talked the talk of a small parish to 
her contented ears. All this made her very 
much at home, while still enjoying the gentle 
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excitement of being abroad. And at the end 
of six months Mrs. Lennox began to feel that 
she was quite a cosmopolitan, able to adapt 
herself to all circumstances, and getting the 
full good of foreign travel, which, as she 
declared she was doing it entirely for the 
children, was a repayment of her goodness 
upon which she had not calculated. ' I feel 
quite a woman of the world,' was what Aunt 
Sophy said. 

Perhaps, however, Eosalind, placed as she 
was between the chUdren and their guardian, 
neither too old nor too young for such enjoy- 
ment, was, as lawyers say, the true beneficiary. 
She had the disadvantage of visiting a great 
many places of interest with companions who 
did not appreciate or understand them, it is 
true ; with Aunt Sophy, who thought that the 
pictures as well as the views were pretty ; and 
with the sharp Uttle sister who thought picture 
galleries and mountain landscapes equally a 
bore. But notwithstanding, with that capacity 
for separating herself from her surroundings 
which belongs to the young, Eosalind was able 
to get a great deal of enjoyment as she moved 
along in Mrs. Lennox's train. Aunts in general 
are not expected to care for scenery ; they 
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care for being comfortable, for getting their 
meals, and especially the children's meals, at 
the proper time, and being as little disturbed 
in their ordinary routine as possible. When 
this is fully granted, a girl can usually manage 
to get a good deal of pleasure under their 
portly shadow. Eosalind saw everything as 
if nobody had ever seen it before ; the most 
hackneyed scenes were newly created for her, 
and came upon her with a surprise almost more 
delightful than anything in life, certainly more 
delightful than anything that did not immedi- 
ately concern the heart and affections. She 
thought, indeed, sometimes wistfully, that if it 
had been her mother, that never-to-be-forgotten 
and always trusted friend, who could have 
understood everything and felt with her, and 
added a charm wherever they went, the enjoy- 
ment would have been far greater. But then 
her heart would fall into painful questions as to 
where and with what companions that friend 
might now be, and rise into prayers — some- 
times that they might meet to-morrow, some- 
times that they might never meet — that nothing 
which could diminish her respect and devotion 
should ever be made known to her. Then, 
too, sometimes Eosalind would ask herself, in 
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the leisure of her solitude, what this journey 
might have been had someone else been of 
the party ? This someone else was not Roland 
Hamerton : that was certain. She could not 
say to herself, either, that it was Arthur Bivers. 
It was — well, someone with great eyes, dark 
and liquid, whose power of vision would be 
more refined, more educated than that of 
Eosalind, who would know all the associations 
and all the poetry, and make everything that 
was beautiful before more beautiful by the 
charm of his superior knowledge. Perhaps 
she felt, too, that it was more modest, more 
maidenly, to allow a longing for the a)mpan- 
ionship of one whom she did not know, who 
was a mere ideal, the symbol of love, or genius, 
or poetry, she did not know which — than to 
wish in straightforward terms for the lover 
whom she knew, who was a man, and not a 
symbol. Her imagination was too shy, too 
proud, to summon up an actual person, sub- 
stantial, and well known. It was more easy 
and simple, more possible, to fill that fancy 
with an image that had no actual embodiment, 
and to call to her side the being who was 
nothing more than a recollection, whose very 
name and everything about him was unknown 
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to her. She accepted him as a symbol of all 
that a dreaming girl desires in a companion. 
He was a dream ; there need be no bomids to 
the enthusiasm, the poetry, the fine imagination, 
with which she had endowed him, any more 
than there need be to the devotion to herself, 
which was a mere dream also. He might woo 
her as men only woo in the imagination of girls, 
so delicately, so tenderly, with such ethereal 
worship. How different the most glorious 
road would be were he beside her ! though in 
reality he was beside her all the way, saying 
things which were finer than anything but 
fancy, breathing the very soul of rapture into 
her being. The others knew nothing of all this ; 
how should they ? And Mrs. Lennox, for one, 
sometimes asked herself whether Rosalind was 
really enjoying her travels. ' She says so little,' 
that great authority said. 

There was, however, little danger that she 
should forget one at least of her actual lovers. 
In the meantime a great deal had been going 
on in the world, and especially in that distant 
part of it to which Eivers had gone. The 
httle war which he had gone to report had 
turned into a most exciting and alarming one ; 
and there had been days in which the whole 
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world, so to speak — all England at least, and 
her dependencies — had hung upon his utterance, 
and looked for his communications every 
morning almost before they looked at those 
which came from their nearest and dearest. 
And it was said that he had excelled himself 
in these communications. He had done things 
which were heroic, if not to hasten the con- 
clusion of the war, or to make it successful, yet 
at least to convey the earliest intelligence of 
any new action, and to make people at home 
feel as if they were present upon the very field, 
spectators of all the movements there. 

This service involved him in as much danger 
as if he had been in the very front of the 
fighting; and, indeed, he was known to have 
done feats, for what is called the advantage of 
the public, to which the stand made by a mere 
soldier, even in the most urgent circumstances, 
W^ not to be compared. All this was extremely 
interesting, not to say exciting, to his friends. 
Mrs. Lennox had the paper sent after her 
wherever she travelled; and, indeed, it was 
great part of her day's occupation to read it, 
which she did with devotion. ' The corre- 
spondent is a friend of ours,' she said to the 
other English people in the hotels. ' We know 
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him, I may say, very well, and naturally I take 
a great interest/ . The importance of his posi- 
tion as the author of those letters which inte- 
rested everybody, and even the familiar way in 
which he talked of generals and commanders- 
in-chief, impressed her profoundly. As for 
Kosalind, she said nothing, but she, too, read 
all about the war with an attention which was 
breathless, not quite sure in her mind that it 
was not under a general's helmet that those 
crisp locks of grey were curling, or that the 
vivid eyes which had looked into hers with 
such expression were not those of the hero of 
the campaign. It did not seem possible, some- 
how, that he could be less than a general. 
She took the paper to her room in the evening 
when Aunt Sophy had done with it, and read 
and read. The charm was upon her that moved 
Desdemona, and it was difficult to remember 
that the teller of the tale was not the chief 
mover in it. How bould she help but follow 
him in his wanderings wherever he went ? It 
was the least thing she could do in return for 
what he had given to her — for that passion 
which had made her tremble — which she 
wondered at and admired as if it had been 
poetry. All this captivated the girl's fancy in 
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spite of herself, and gave her an extraordinary 
interest in everything he said, and that was 
said of him. But, notwithstanding, it was not 
Mr. Eivers who accompanied her in the spirit 
on all the journeys she made, and to all the 
beautiful places which filled her with raptiure. 
Not Mr. Eivers — a visionary person, one whose 
very name was to her unknown. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

The events of the night on which Mrs. Tre- 
vanion left Highcourt had at this period of the 
family story fallen into that softened oblivion 
which covers the profoundest scars of the heart 
after a certain passage of time, except sometimes 
to the chief actor in such scenes, who naturally 
takes a longer period to forget. 

She on whom the blow had fallen at a 
moment when she was unprepared for it, when 
a faint sense of security had begun to steal over 
her in spite of herself, had received it en plein 
comr, as the French say. We have no word 
which expresses so well the unexpected, un- 
mitigated shock. She had said to herself, like 
the captive king in the Bible, that the bitterness 
of death was past, and had gone, like that poor 
prince, 'delicately,' with undefended bosom, 
and heart hushed out of its first alarms to meet 
her fate. The blow had gone through her very 
flesh, rending every dehcate tissue before she 



174 madaU. 

had time to think. It does not even seem a 
metaphor to say that it broke her heart, or 
rather cut the tender structure sheer in two, 
leaving it bleeding, quivering in her bosom. 
She was not a woman to faint or die at a stroke. 
She took the torture silently, without being 
vanquished by it. When nature is strong 
within us, and the force of life great, there is 
no pang spared. And while in one sense it was 
true that for the moment she expected nothing, 
the instantly following sensation in Madam's 
mind was that she had known all along what 
was going to happen to her, and that it had 
never been but certain that this must come. 
Even the details of the scene seemed familiar. 
She had always known that some time or other 
these men would look at her so, would say just 
those words to her, and that she would stand 
and bear it all, a victim appointed from the 
beginning. In the greater miseries of life it 
happens often that the catastrophe, however 
unexpected, bears, when it comes, a famihar 
air, as of a thing which has been mysteriously 
rehearsed in our consciousness aU our lives. 
After the first shock, her mind sprang with a 
bound to those immediate attempts to find a 
way of existence on the other side of the im- 
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possible, which was the first impulse of the 
vigorous soul. She said little even to Jane 
until the dreary afternoon was over, the dinner 
with its horrible formulas, and she had said 
what was really her farewell to everything at 
Highcourt. Then when the time approached 
for the meeting in the park, she began to 
prepare for going out with a solemnity which 
startled her faithful attendant. She took from 
her desk a sum which she had kept in reserve 
(who can tell for what possibility ?), and dressed 
herself carefully — not in her new mourning 
with all its crape, but in simple black from 
head to foot. She always had worn a great 
deal of black lace ; it had been her favourite 
costume always. She enveloped herself in a 
great veil which would have fallen almost to 
her feet had it been unfolded, doing everything 
for herself, seeking the things she wanted in 
her drawers with a silent diligence which Jane 
watched with consternation. At last the maid 
could restrain herself no longer. 

' Am I to do nothing for you ? ' she cried 
with anguish. ' And oh ! where aye you 
going ? What are you doing ? There's some- 
thing more than I thought.' 

' You are to do everything for me, Jane,' 
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her mistress said, with a pathetic smile. * You 
are to be my sole companion all the rest of my 
life — unless, if it is not too late, that poor boy.' 

'Madam,' Jane said, putting her hand to 
her heart with a natural tragic movement, ' you 
are not going to desert — the children ? Oh 
no 1 you are not thinking of leaving the chil- 
dren ? ' 

Her mistress put her hands upon Jane's 
shoulders, clutching her, and gave vent to a 
low laugh more terrible than any cry. ' It is 
more wonderful than that — more wonderful — 
more, ah 1 more ridiculous. Don't cry. I can't 
bear it. They have sent me away. Their 
father — has sent me away ! ' 

' Madam I ' Jane's shriek would have rung 
through the house had it not been for Madam's 
imperative gesture and the hand she placed 
upon her mouth. 

* Not a word ! Not a word 1 I have not 
told you before, for I cannot bear a word. It 
is true, and nothing can be done. Dress your- 
self now, and put what we want for the night 
in your bag. I will take nothing. Oh, that is 
a small matter, a very small matter, to provide 
all that will be wanted for two poor women. 
Do you remember, Jane, how we came here ? ' 
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' Oh, well, well, Madam I You a beautiful 
bride, and nothing too much for you, nothing 
good enough for you.' 

'Yes, Jane; but leaving my duty behind 
me. And now it is repaid.' 

' Oh, Madam, Madam ! He was too young 
to know the loss : and it was for his own sake. 
And besides, if that were all, it's long, long ago, 
long, long ago.' 

Mrs. Trevanion s hands dropped by her side. 
She turned away with another faint laugh of 
tragic mockery. * It is long, long ago ; long 
enough to change everything. Ah, not so long 
ago but that he remembers it, Jane. And now 
the time is come when I am free, if I can, to 
make it up. I have always wondered if the 
time would ever come when I could try to 
make it up.' 

'Madam, you have never failed to him, 
except in not having him with you.' 

' Except in all that was my duty, Jane. He 
has known no home, no care, no love. Perhaps 
now, if it should not be too late—-' 

And then she resumed her preparations 
with that concentrated calm of despair which 
sometimes apes ordinary composure so well as 
to deceive the lookers-on. Jane could not 
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understand what was her lady's meaning. She 
followed her about with anxious looks, doing 
nothing on her own part to aid, paralysed by 
the extraordinary suggestion. Madam was 
fully equipped before Jane had stirred, except 
to follow wistfully every step Mrs. Trevanion 
took. 

* Are you not coming? ' she said at length. 
* Am I to go alone ? For the first time in our 
lives do you mean to desert me, Jane ? ' 

* Madam,' cried the woman, ' it cannot be — 
it cannot be ! You must be dreaming ; we 
cannot go without the children.' She stood 
wringing her hands, beyond all capacity of 
comprehension, thinking her mistress mad or 
criminal, or under some great delusion — she 
could not tell which. 

Mrs. Trevanion looked at her with strained 
eyes that were past tears. ' Why,' she said, 
< why — did you not say so seventeen years ago, 
Jane ? ' 

* Oh, Madam,' cried Jane, seizing her mis- 
tress by the hands, * don't do it another time I 
They are all so young, they want you. It can't 
do them any good, but only harm, if you go 
away. Oh, madam, listen to me that loves you I 
Who have I but you in the world ? But don't 
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leave them. Oh, don't we both know the 
misery it brings? You may be doing it 
thinking it will make up. But God don't ask 
these kind of sacrifices/ she cried, the tears 
running down her cheeks. ' He don't ask it. 
He says mind your duty now, whatever's been 
done in the past. Don't try to be making up 
for it, the Lord says. Madam ; but just do your 
duty now ; it's all that we can do.' 

Mrs. Trevanion listened to this address, 
which was made with streaming eyes and a face 
quivering with emotion, in silence. She kept 
her eyes fixed on Jane's face as if the sight of 
the tears was a refreshment to her parched soul. 
Her own eyes were dry, with that smile in them 
which answers at some moments in place of 
weeping. 

' You cut me to the heart,' she said, ' every 
word. Oh, but I am not ofiering God any vain 
sacrifices, thinking to atone. He has taken it 
into His own hand. Life repeats itself, though 
we never think so. What I did once for my 
own will God makes me do over again not of 
my own will. He has His meaning clear through 
all, but I don't know what it is, I cannot fathom 
it.' She said this quickly, with the settled 
quietness of despair. Then, the lines of her 
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countenance melting, her eyes lit up with a for- 
lorn entreaty, as she touched Jane on the 
shoulder, and asked, 'Are you coming? You 
will not let me go alone ' 

* Oh, Madam, wherever you go— wherever 
you go ! I have never done anything but follow 
you. I can neither live nor die without you,' 
Jane answered, hurriedly; and then, turning 
away, tied on her bonnet with trembling hands. 
Madam had done everything else ; she had left 
nothing for Jane to provide. They went out 
together, no longer alarmed to be seen — two 
dark figures, hurrying down the great stairs. 
But the langour that follows excitement had got 
into the house : there were no watchers about ; 
the whole place seemed deserted. She who 
that morning had been the mistress of High- 
court, went out of the home of so many years 
without a soul to mark her going or bid her 
good speed. But the anguish of the parting 
was far too great to leave room for any thought 
of the details. They stepped out into the 
night, into the dark, to the sobbing of the wind 
and the wildly blowing trees. The storm out- 
side gave them a httle relief from that which 
was within. 

Madam went swiftly, softly along, v/ith that 
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power of putting aside the overwhelming con- 
sciousness of wretchedness which is possessed 
by those whose appointed measure of misery is 
the largest in this world. To die then would 
have been best, but not to be helpless and 
encounter the pity of those who could give no 
aid. She had the power not to think, to 
address herself to what was before her, and 
holdback * upon the threshold of the mind' the 
supreme anguish of which she could never be 
free, which there would be time enough, alas, 
and to spare, to indulge in. • Perhaps, though 
she knew so much and was so experienced in 
pain, it did not occur to her at this terrible 
crisis of life to think it possible that any further 
pang might be awaiting her. The other, who 
waited for her within shade of the copse, drew 
back when he perceived that two people were 
coming towards him. He scarcely responded 
even when Mrs. Trevanion called him in a low 
voice by name. *Whom have you got with 
you?' he said, almost in a whisper, holding 
himself concealed among the trees. 

* Only Jane.' 

' Only Jane,' he said, in a tone of reUef, but 
still with a roughness and suUenness out of keep- 
ing with his youthful voice. He added after a 
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moment, ' What does Jane want ? I hope there 
is not going to be any sentimental leave-taking. 
I want to stay and not to go.' 

'That is impossible now. Everything is 
altered. I am going with you, Edmund. 

' Going with me — good Lord ! ' There was 
a moment's silence ; then he resumed in a tone 
of satire, ' What may that be for ? Going with 
me ! Do you think I can't take care of myself ? 
Do you think I want a nurse at my heels ? ' 
Then another pause. * I know what you mean. 
You are going away for a change, and you 
mean me to turn up easily and be introduced 
to the family ? Not a bad idea at all,' he added, 
in a patronising tone. 

* Edmund,' she said, * afterwards, when we 
have time, I will tell you everything. There is 
no time now ; but that has come about which I 
thought impossible. I am — ^free to make up to 
you, as much as I can, for the past ' 

' Free,' he repeated, with astonishment, ' to 
make up to me?' The pause that followed 
seemed one of consternation. Then he went 
on roughly, * I don't know what you mean by 
making up to me. I have often heard that 
women couldn't reason. You don't mean that 
you are flinging over the others now to make a 
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romance — and balance matters ? I don't know 
what you mean.' 

Madam Trevanion grasped Jane's arm and 
leaned upon it with what seemed a sudden col- 
lapse of strength, but this was invisible to the 
other, who probably was unaware of any effect 
produced by what he said. Her voice came 
afterwards through the dark with a thrill in it 
that seemed to move the air, something more 
penetrating than the wind. 

* I have no time to explain,' she said. * I 
must husband my strength, which has been 
much tried. 1 am going with you to Tx)ndon 
to-night. We have a long walk before we reach 
the train. On the way, or afterwards, as my 
strength serves me, I will tell you — all that 
has happened. What I am doing,' she added, 
faintly, ' is by no will of mine.' 

' To London to-night ? ' he repeated, with 
astonishment. ^I am not going to London 
to-night.' 

^ Yes, Edmund, with me. I want you.' 

* I have wanted,' he said, * you — or, at least, 
I have wanted my proper place and the people 
I belonged to, all my life. If you think that 
now, when I am a man, I am- to be burdened 
with two women always at my heels Why 
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can't you stay and make everything comfortable 
here ? I want my rights, but I don't want you 
— more than is reasonable,' he added after a 
moment, slightly struck by his own ungracious- 
ness. * As for walking to the train, and going 
to London to-night — ^you, a fine lady that have 
alwap driven about in your carriage!* He 
gave a hoarse little laugh at the ridiculous sug- 
gestion. 

Mrs. Trevanion again clutched Jane s arm. 
It was the only outlet for her excitement. She 
said very low, * I should not have expected 
better — oh no ; how could he know better, 
after all ? But I must go, there is no choice. 
Edmund, if anything I can do now can blot 
out the past — no, not that — but make up for 
it. You, too, you have been very tyrannical 
to me these months past. Hush ! let me speak, 
it is quite true. If you could have had patience, 
all might have been so diflferent. Let us not 
upbraid each other — but if you will let me, 
all that I can do for you now — all that is 
possible ' 

There was another pause. Jane, standing 
behind, supported her mistress in her out- 
stretched arms, bjit this was not apparent, nor 
any other sign of weakness, except that her 
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voice quivered upon the dark air which was 
still in the shadow of the copse. 

'I have told you/ he said, * again and 
again, what would please me. We can't be 
much devoted to each other, can we, after all ? 
We can't be a model of what's affectionate. 
That was all very well when I was a child, 
when T thought a present was just as good or 
better. But now I know what is what, and 
that something more is wanted. Why can't 
you stay still where you are and send for me ? 
You can say I'm a relation. I don't want you 
to sacrifice yourself — what good will that do 
me? I want to get the advantage of my 
relations, to know them all, and have my 
chance. There's one thing Vwe set my heart 
upon, and you could help me in that if you 
liked. But to run away, good Lord ! what 
good would that do.^ It's all for effect, I 
suppose, to make me think you are willing 
now to do a deal for me. You can do a deal 
for me if you like, but it will be by staying, 
not by running away.' 

' Jane,' said Mrs. Trevanion, ' he does not 
understand me : how should he ? You did not 
understand me at first. It is not that he means 
anythmg. And how can I tell him? — not 



186 MADAM. 

here, I am not able. After, when we are far 
away, when I am out of reach, when I have 
got a little — strength ' 

' Madam ! ' said Jane, ' if it is true, if you 
have to do it, if we must go to-night, don't 
stand and waste all the little strength you have 
got standing here.' 

He listened to this conversation with im- 
patience, yet with a growing sense that some- 
thing lay beneath which would confound his 
hopes. He was not sympathetic with her 
trouble. How could he have been so ? Had 
not her ways been contrary to his all his life ? 
But a vague dread crept over him. He had 
thought himself near the object of his hopes, 
and now disappointment seemed to overshadow 
him. He looked angrily, with vexation and 
gathering dismay, at the dark figures of the 
two women, one leaning against the other. 
What did she mean now ? How was she going 
to baffle him this time — she who had been 
contrary to him all his life ? 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

It was a long walk through the wind and 
blasts of rain, and the country roads were wexj 
dark and wet — not a night for a woman to be 
out in, much less a lady used to drive every- 
where in her carriage, as he had said, and 
less still for one whose strength had been 
wasted by long confinement in a sick room, 
and whose very life was sapped by secret 
pain. But these things, which made it less 
possible for Mrs. Trevanion to bear the fatigues 
to which she was exposed, re-acted on the 
other side, and made her unconscious of the 
lesser outside evils, which were as nothing in 
comparison with the real misery from which 
no expedient could set her free. She went 
along mechanically, conscious of a fatigue and 
aching which were almost welcome — ^which 
lulled a little the other misery which lay some- 
where awaiting her, waiting for the first moment 
of leisure, the time when she should be clear- 
headed enough to understand and feel it all 
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to the fullest. When they came into the 
light at the nearest railway station the two 
women were alone. They got into an empty 
carriage and placed themselves each in a 
comer, and, hke St. Paul, wished for day ; but 
yet the night was welcome too, giving their 
proceedings an air of something strange and 
out of all the habits of their life which partially, 
momentarily, confused the every-day aspect of 
things around, and made this episode in exist- 
ence all unnatural and unreal. It was morning, 
the dark grim morning of winter, without light 
or colour, when Mrs. Trevanion suddenly spoke 
for the first time. She said, as if thinking alond, 
^ It was not to be expected. Why should he, 
when he knows so little of me ? ' as if reasoning 
with herself 

* No, Madam,' said Jane. 

' If he had been hke others, accustomed to 
these restraints — ^for no doubt it is a re- 
straint ^ 

' Oh yes. Madam/ 

* And perhaps with time and use,' she said, 
sighing and faltering. 

' Yes, Madam,' said Jane. 

'Why do you say no and yes,' she cried, 
with sudden vehemence, *as if you had no 
opinion of your own ? ' 
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Then Jane faltered too. * Madam/ she 
said, ' everything is to be hoped from — ^time, 
as you saj , and use ' 

* You don't think so,' her mistress replied, 
with a moan, and then all settled into silence 
again. 

It is not supposed that anything save vulgar 
speed and practical convenience is to be got 
from the railway : and yet there is nothing that 
affords a better refuge and shelter from the 
painful thoughts that attend a great catastrophe 
in life, and those consultations which an indi- 
vidual in deep trouble holds with himself, than 
a long silent journey at the desperate pace of 
an express train over the long, dark sweeps 
of the scarcely visible country, with the wind of 
rapid progress in one's face. That complete 
separation from all disturbance, the din that 
partially deadens in our ears the overwhelming 
commotion of brain and heart, the protection 
which is afforded by the roar and sweep of 
hot haste which holds us as in a sanctuary 
of darkness, peace, and solitude, is a paradox 
of every-day life which few think of, yet which 
is grateful to many. Mrs. Trevanion sank into 
it with a sensation which was almost ease. 
She lay back in her corner, as a creature 
wounded to death lies still after the anguish 
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of medical care is ended, throbbing, indeed, 
with inevitable pain, yet with all horror of 
expectation over, and nothing further asked of 
the suflferer. If not the anguish, at least the 
consciousness of anguish was deadened by the 
sense that here no one could demand anything 
from her, any response, any look, any word. 
She lay for a long time dumb even in thought, 
counting the throbs that went through her, 
feeling the sting and smart of every wound, 
yet a little eased by the absolute separation 
between her and everything that could ask a 
question or suggest a thought. It is not neces- 
sary for us in such terrible moments to think 
over our pangs. The sufferer lies piteously 
contemplating the misery that holds him, al- 
most glad to be left alone with it. For the 
most terrible complications of human suffer- 
ing there is no better image still than that 
with which the ancients portrayed the anguish 
of Prometheus on his rock. There he lies 
bound and helpless, bearing evermore the 
rending of the vulture's beak, sometimes writh- 
ing in his bonds, uttering hoarsely the moan 
of his appeal to earth and heaven, crying out 
sometimes the horrible cry of an endurance 
past enduring, anon lying silent, feeling the 
dew upon him, hearing soft voices of pity, 
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comforters that tell him of peace to come, 
sometimes softening, sometimes only increasing 
his misery; but through all unending, never 
intermitting, the pain — 'pain, ever, for ever' 
of that torture from which there is no escape. 
In all its moments of impatience, in all its sue- 
cumbings, the calm of anguish which looks 
like resignation, the struggle with the unbear- 
able which looks like resistance, the image is 
always true. We he bound and cannot escape. 
We hsten to what is said about us, the soft 
consoUng of nature, the voices of the com- 
forters. Great heavenly creatures come and sit 
around us, and talk together of the recovery to 
come ; but meanwhile without a pause the 
heart quivers and bleeds, the cruel grief tears 
us without intermission. * Ah me, alas, pain, 
ever, for ever 1 ' 

If ever human soul had occasion for such a 
consciousness it was this woman, cut off in a 
moment from all she loved best — ^from her 
children, from her home, from life itself and 
honour, and all that makes hfe dear. Her 
good name, the last possession which, ship- 
wrecked in every other, the soul in ruin and 
dismay may still derive some miserable satis- 
faction from, had to be yielded too. A faint 
smile came upon her face, the profoundest 
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expression of suffering, when this thought, like 
another laceration, separated itself from the 
crowd. A little more or less, was that not a 
thing to be smiled at ? What could it matter ? 
All that could be done to her was done ; her 
spiritual tormentors had no longer the power to 
give her another sensation ; she had exhausted 
all their tortures. Her good name, and that 
even in the knowledge of her children! She 
smiled. Evil had done its worst. She was 
henceforward superior to any torture, as know- 
ing all that pain could do. 

There are some minds to which death is 
hot a thought which is possible, or a way of 
escape which ever suggests itself. Hamlet, in 
his musings, in the sickness of his great soul, 
passes it indeed in review, but rejects it as an 
unworthy and ineffectual expedient. And it is 
seldom that a worthy human creature, when 
not at the outside verge of life, can afford to 
die. There is always something to do which 
keeps every such possibility in the background. 
To this thought after a time Mrs. Trevanion 
came round. She had a great deal to do ; she 
had still a duty — a responsibility — was it 
perhaps a possibility in life ? There existed for 
her still one bond — a bond partially severed 
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for long — apparently dropped out of her 
existence, yet never forgotten. The brief 
dialogue which she had held with Jane had 
betrayed the condition of her thoughts in 
respect to this one relationship which was left 
to her, as it betrayed also the judgment of 
Jane on the subject. Both of these women 
knew in their hearts that the young man who 
was now to be the only interest of their lives 
had little in him which corresponded with any 
ideal. He had not been kind, he had not been 
true : he thought of nothing but himself, and 
yet he was all that now remained to make, to 
the woman upon whom his folly had brought 
so many and terrible losses, the possibility of a 
new life. When she saw the cold glimmer of 
the dawn, and heard the beginnings of that 
sound of London, which stretches so far round 
the centre on every side, Mrs. Trevanion awoke 
again to the living problem whiph now was to 
occupy her wholly. She had been guilty 
towards him almost all his life, and she had 
been punished by his means ; but perhaps it 
might be that there was still for her a place of 
repentance. She had mu^ to do for him, and 
not a moment to lose. She had the power to 
make up to him now for all the neglect of the 
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past. Eealising what he was, unlike her in 
thought, in impulse, in wishes, a being who 
belonged to her, yet who in heart and soul was 
none of hers, she rose up from the terrible vigil 
of this endless night, to make her life hence- 
forward the servant of his, its guardian perhaps, 
its guide perhaps, but in any case subject to it, 
as a woman at all times is subject to those for 
whom she lives. She spoke again, when they 
were near their arrival, to her maid, as if 
they had continued the subject throughout the 
night : ' He will be sure to follow us to-morrow 
night, Jane.' 

*I think so. Madam, for he will have 
nothing else to do.' 

* It was natural,' said Mrs. Trevanion, ' that 
he should hesitate to come off in a moment. 
Why should he, indeed? There was nothing 
to break the shock to him — as there was to 
us ' 

* To break the shock? ' Jane murmured, with 
a look of astonishment. 

*You know what I mean,' her mistress 
said, with a little impatience. 'When things 
happen like the things that have happened, 
one does not think very much of a midnight 
journey. Ah, what a small matter that is ! But 
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one who has — ^nothing to speak of on his 

mind ' 

' He ought to have a great deal on his 
mind,' said Jane. 

* Ought I Yes, I suppose I ought to be 
half dead, and, on the contrary, I am revived 
by the night journey. I am able for anything. 
There is no ought in such matters — it is accord- 
ing to your strength.' 

' You have not slept a wink,' said Jane, in 
an injured voice. 

'There are better things than sleep. And 
he is young, and has not learned yet the lesson 
that I have had such diflSculty in learning.' 

* What lesson is that ? ' said Jane, quickly. 
' If it is to think of everything and everyone's 
business, you have been indeed a long time 
learning, for you have been at it all your life.' 

' It takes a long time to learn,' said Madam, 
with a smile ; ' the young do not take it in so 
easily. Come, Jane, we are arriving ; we must 
think now of our new way of living.' 

' Madam,' cried Jane, ' if there had been an 
earthquake at Highcourt, and we had both 
perished in it trying to save the children ' 

' Jane ! do you think it is wise when you 
are in great trouble to fix your thoughts upon 
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the greatest happiness in the world ? To have 

perished at Highcourt, you and me, trying -^ 

Her face shone for a moment with a great 
radiance. ' You are a good woman,' she said, 
shaking her head with a smile, ' but why should 
there be a miracle to save me ? It is a miracle 
to give me the chance of making up — ^for what 
is past.' 

' Oh, Madam, I wish I knew what to say to 
you,' cried Jane; 'you will just try your 
strength and make yourself miserable, and get 
no return.' 

Mrs. Trevanion laughed with a strange 
solemnity. She looked before her into the 
vacant air, as if looking m the face of fate. 
What could make her miserable now? 
Nothing — the worst that could be done had 
been done. She said, but to herself, not to 
Jane, 'There is an advantage in it, it cannot 
be done over again.' Then she began to 
prepare for the arrival. 'We shall have a 
great deal to do, and we must lose no time. 
Jane, you will go at once and provide some 
clothes for us. Whatever happens, we must 
have clothes, and we must have food, you 
know. The other things — life can go on with- 
out ' 
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* Madam, for God's sake, do not smile, it 
makes my blood run cold.' 

' Would you like me to cry, Jane ? I might 
do that, too, but what the better should we be ? 
If I were to cry all to-day and to-morrow, the 
moment would come when I should have to 
stop and smile again. And then,' she said, 
turning hastily upon her faithful follower, * I 
can't cry — I can't cry I ' with a spasm of 
anguish going over her face. ' Besides, we are 
just arriving,' she added, after a moment ; * we 
must not call for remark. You and I, we are 
two poor women setting out upon the world — 
upon a forlorn hope. Yes, that is it — upon a 
forlorn hope. We don't look hke heroes, but 
that is what we are going to do, without any 
banners flying or music, but a good heart, Jane 
— ^a good heart ! ' 

With these words, she stepped out upon 
the crowded pavement at the great London 
station. It was a very early hom* in the morn- 
ing, and there were few people except the 
travellers and the porters about. They had no 
luggage, which was a thing that confused Jane, 
and made her ashamed to the bottom of her 
heart. She answered the questions of the 
porter with a confused consciousness of some- 
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thing half disgraceful in their denuded condi- 
tion, and gave her bag into his hands, with a 
shrinking and trembling which made the poor 
soul, pallid with unaccustomed travelling, and out 
of her usual prim order, look like a furtive fugi- 
tive. She half thought the man looked at her 
as if she were a criminal escaping from justice. • 
Jane was ashamed : she thought the people in 
the streets looked at the cab as it rattled out of 
the station with suspicion and surprise. She 
looked forward to the arrival at the hotel with 
a kind of horror. What would people think ? 
Jane felt the real misery of the catastrophe 
more than anyone except the chief suflferer: 
she looked forward to the new life about to 
begin with dismay; but nevertheless, at this 
miserable moment, to come to London without 
luggage gave her the deepest pang of all. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVm. 

Mrs. Trevanion remained for some time in 
London, where she was joined reluctantly, after 
a few days, by Edmund. This young man had 
not been educated on the level of Highcourt. 
He had been sent to a cheap school. He had 
never known any relations, nor had any culture 
of the affections to refine his nature. From his 
school, as soon as he was old enough, he had 
been transferred to an office in Liverpool, 
where all the temptations and attractions of 
the great town had burst upon him without 
defence. Many young men have to support 
this ordeal, and even for those who do not 
come through it without scathe, it is yet possible 
to do so without ruinous loss and depreciation. 
But in that case the aberration must be but 
temporary, and there must be a higher ideal 
behind to defend the mind against that extinc- 
tion of all belief in what is good which is the 
most horrible result of vicious living. Whether 
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Edmund fell into the absolute depths of vice at 
all it is not necessary to inquire. He fell into 
debt, and into unlawful ways of making up for 
his debts. When discovery was not to be 
staved off any longer he had fled, not even then 
touched with any compunction or shame, but 
with a strong certainty that the matter against 
him would never be allowed to come to a 
public issue, it being so necessary to the credit 
of the family that his relations with Highcourt 
should never be made known to the world. It 
was with this certainty that he had come to the 
village near Highcourt at the beginning of Mr. 
Trevanion's last illness. To prevent him from 
bursting into her husband's presence, and 
bringing on one of the attacks which sapped 
his strength, Mrs. Trevanion had yielded to his 
demands on her, and as these increased daily 
had exposed herself to remark and scandal, 
and, as it proved, to ruin and shame. Did she 
think of that as he sat opposite to her at the 
table, affording reluctantly the information she 
insisted upon, betraying by almost every word 
a mind so much out of tune with hers that the 
bond which connected them seemed impossible ? 
If she did think of this it was with the bitterest 
self-reproach, rather than any complaint of him* 
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'Poor boy,' she said to herself, with her heart 
bleeding. She had informed him of the cir- 
cumstances under which she had left home, 
but without a word of blame or intimation that 
the fault was his, and received what were really 
his reproaches on this matter silently, with only 
that heart-breaking smile in her eyes which 
meant indulgence unbounded, forgiveness be- 
forehand of anything he might do or say. 
When Eussell, breathing hatred and hostility, 
came across her path, it was with the same sen- 
timent that Madam had succoured the woman 
who had played so miserable a part in the 
catastrophe. The whole history of the event 
was so terrible that she could bear no comment 
upon it. Even Jane did not venture to speak 
to her of the past. She was calm, almost 
cheerful in what she was doing at the moment, 
and she had a great deal to do. 

The first step she took was one which 
Edmund opposed with all his might, with a 
hundred arguments more or less valid, and a 
mixture of terror and temerity which it 
humiliated her to be a witness of. He was 
ready to abandon all possibility of after safety 
or of recovery of character, to fly as a criminal 
to the ends of the earth, or to keep in hiding in 
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holes and comers, liable to be seized upon at 
any moment ; but to take any step to atone 
for what he had done, to restore the money, or 
attempt to recover the position of a man inno- 
cent, or at least forgiven, were suggestions that 
filled him with passion. He declared that such 
an attempt would be ineffectual, that it would 
end by landing him in prison, that it was mad- 
ness to think she could do anything. She ! so 
entirely ignorant of business as she was. He 
ended indeed by denouncing her as his certain 
ruin, when, in spite of all these arguments, she 
set out for Liverpool, and left him in a paroxysm 
of angry terror, forgetting both respect and 
civihty in the passion of opposition. Madam 
Trevanion did not shrink from this any more 
than from the other fits of passion to which 
she had been exposed in her life. She went 
to Liverpool alone, without even the company 
and support of Jane. And there she found her 
mission not without difficulty. But the aspect 
of the woman to whom fate had done its worst, 
who was not conscious of the insignificant pain 
of a rebuff from a stranger, she who had borne 
every anguish that could be inflicted upon a 
woman, had an impressive influence which in 
the end triumphed over everything opposed to 
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her. She told the young man's story with a 
composure from which it was impossible to 
divine what her own share in it was, but with a 
pathos which touched the heart of the master, 
who was not a hard man, and who knew the 
dangers of stich a youth better than she did. 
In the end she was permitted to pay the 
money, and to release the culprit from all 
further danger. Her success in this gave her 
a certain hope. As she returned her mind 
went forward with something like a recollec- 
tion of its old elasticity, to what was at least a 
possibihty in the future. Thus made free, and 
with all the capacities of youth in him, might 
not some softening and melting of the young 
man's nature be hoped for — some develop- 
ment of natural affection, some enlargement of 
life ? She said to herself that it might be so. 
He was not bad nor cruel — he was only un- 
accustomed to love and care, careless, untrained 
to any higher existence, unawakened to any 
better ideal. As she travelled back to London 
she said to herself that he must have repented 
his passion, that some compunction must have 
mo ed him, even, perhaps, some wish to atone. 
* He will come to meet me,' she said to herself, 
with a forlorn movement of anticipation in her 
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mind. She felt so sure as she thought of this 
expedient, by which he might show a wish to 
please her without bending his pride to confess 
himself in the wrong, that when she arrived 
and, amid the crowds at the railway, saw no 
one, her heart sank a little. But in a moment 
she recovered, saying to herself, 'Poor boy! 
why should he come ? ' He had never been 
used to render such attentions. He was un- 
easy in the new companionship, to which he 
was imaccustomed. Perhaps, indeed, he was 
ashamed, wounded, mortified, by the poor part 
he played in it. To owe his deliverance even 
to her might be humiliating to his pride. Poor 
boy ! Thus she explained and softened every- 
thing to herself. 

But Mrs. Trevanion found herself now the 
subject of a succession of surprises very strange 
to her. She was brought into intimate con- 
tact with a nature she did not understand, and 
had to learn the very alphabet of a language 
unknown to her, and study impulses which left 
all her experience of human nature behind, and 
were absolutely new. When he understood 
that he was free, that everything against him 
was wiped ofi*, that he was in a position superior 
to anything he had ever dreamt of, without 
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need to work or to deny himself, his superficial 
despair gave way to a burst of pleasure and 
self-congratulation. Even then he was on his 
guard not to receive with too much satisfaction 
the advantages of which he had in a moment 
become possessed, lest perhaps he should miss 
something more that might be coming. The 
unbounded delight which filled him when he 
found himself in London, with money in his 
pocket, and freedom, showed itself indeed in 
every look ; but he still kept a wary eye upon 
the possibilities of the future, and would not 
allow that what he possessed was above his 
requirements or hopes. And when he per- 
ceived that the preparations for a further 
journey were by no means interrupted, and 
that Mrs. Trevanion's plan was still to go 
abroad, his disappointment and vexation were 
not to be controlled. 

' What should you go abroad for ? ' he 
said. * We're far better in London. There is 
everything in London that can be desired. 
It is the right place for a young fellow like me. 
I have never had any pleasure in my life, nor 
the means of seeing anything. And here, the 
moment I have something in my power, you 
want to rush away/ 
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' There is a great deal to see on the other 
side of the Channel, Edmund.' 

'I dare say— among foreigners whose 
language one doesn't know a word of. And 
what is it, after all ? Scenery, or pictures, and 
that sort of thing. Whereas what I want to 
see is life.' 

She looked at him with a strange under- 
standing of all that she would have desired to 
ignore, knowing what he meant by some 
incredible pang of inspiration, though she had 
neither any natural acquaintance with such a 
strain of thought nor any desire to divine it. 
'There is life everywhere,' she said, 'and I 
think it will be very good for you, Edmund. 
You are not very strong, and there are so many 
things to learn.' 

' I see. You think, as I am, that I am not 
much credit to you, Mrs. Trevanion, of High- 
court. But there might be different opinions 
about that.' Offence brought a flush of colour 
to his cheek. ' Miss Trevanion, of Highcourt, 
was not so difficult to please,' he added, with 
a laugh of vanity. ' She showed no particular 
objections to me ; but you have ruined me 
there, I suppose, once for all.' 

This attack left her speechless. She could 
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not for the moment reply, but only looked at 
him with that appeal in her eyes, to which, in 
the assurance not only of his egotism, but of his 
total unacquaintance with what was going on 
in her mind, her motives and ways of thinking, 
he was utterly insensible. This, however, was 
only the first of many arguments on the subject 
which filled those painful days. When he saw 
that the preparations still went on, Edmund's 
disgust was great. 

* I see Jane is still going on packing,' he 
said. * You don't mind, then, that I can't bear 
it ? What should you drag me away for ? I 
am quite happy here.' 

' My dear,' she said, * you were complaining 
yourself that you have not anything to do. You 
have no friends here.' 

* Nor anywhere,' said Edmund ; ' and whose 
fault is that?' 

* Perhaps it is my fault. But that does not 
alter the fact, Edmund. If I say that I am 
sorry, that is little, but still it does not mend 
it. In Italy everything will amuse you.' 

* Nothing will amuse me,' said the young 
man. * I teU you I don't care for scenery. 
What I want to see is life.' 

' In travelling/ said Mrs. Trevanion, * you 
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often make friends, and you see how the people 
of other countries live, and you learn ' 

'I don't want to learn,' he cried abruptly. 
' You are always harping upon that. It is too 
late to go to school at my age. If I have no 
education you must put up with it, for it is 
your fault. And what I want is to stay here. 
London is the place to learn life and every- 
thing. And if you tell me that you couldn't 
get me plenty of friends, if you chose to exert 
yourself, I don't believe you. It's because you 
won't, not because you can't.' 

' Edmund I ' 

' Oh, don't contradict me, for I know better. 
There is one thing I want above all others, and 
I know you mean to go against me in that. If 
you stay here quiet, you know very well they 
will come to town like everybody else for the 
season, and then you can introduce me. She 
knows me already. The last time shci saw me 
she coloured up. She knew very weU what I 
was after. This has always been in my mind 
since the first time I saw her with you. She is 
fond of you. She wiU be glad enough to come, 
if it is even on the sly ' 

He was very quick to see when he had 
gone wrong, and the little cry that came from 
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her lips, the look that came over her face, 
warned him a moment too late. He ' coloured 
up,' as he said, crimson to the eyes, and 
endeavoured with an uneasy laugh to account 
for his slip. * The expression may be vulgar,' 
he said, 'but everybody uses it. And that's 
about what it would come to, I suppose.' 

* You mistake me altogether, Edmund,' she 
said. 'I will not see anyone on the sly, as 

you say ; and especially not Don't wound 

me by suggesting what is impossible. If I 
had not known that I had no alternative, 
can you suppose I should have left them at 
aU?' 

' That's a different matter ; you were obliged 
to do that ; but nobody could prevent you 
meeting them in the streets, seeing them as 
they pass, saying, " How do you do ? " introduc- 
ing a relation ' 

She rose up, and began to pace about the 
room in great agitation. ' Don't say any more, 
don't torture me like this,' she said. ' Can you 
not understand how you are tearing me to 
pieces? If I were to do what you say, I 
should be dishonest, false both to the living and 
the dead. And it would be better to be at 
the end of the world than to be near them in a 
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continual fever, watching, scheming for a word. 
Oh no! no I' she said, wringing her hands, 
* do not let me be tempted beyond my strength. 
Edmund, for my sake, if for no other, let us go 
away.' 

He looked at her with a sort of cynical 
observation, as she walked up and down the 
room with hurried steps at first, then calming 
gradually. He repeated slowly, with a half 
laugh, ' For your sake ? But I thought every- 
thing now was to be for my sake. And it is 
my turn ; you can't deny that.' 

Mrs. Trevanion gave him a piteous look. 
It was true that it was his turn ; and it was 
true that she had said all should be for him in 
her changed life. He had her at an advantage ; 
a fact which to her finer nature seemed the 
strongest reason for generous treatment, but not 
to his. 

' It is all very well to speak,' he continued ; 
' but if you reaUy mean well by me, introduce 
me to Kosalind. That would be the making of 
me. She is a fine girl, and she has money ; 
and she would be just as pleased ' 

She stopped him, after various efforts, almost 
by force, seizing his arm. 'There are some 
things,' she said, ' that I cannot bear. This is 
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one of them. I will not have her name brought 
in — ^not even her name ' 

* Why not ? What's in her name more than 
another? A rose, don't you know, by any 

other name 'he said, with a forced Inugh. 

But he was alarmed by Mrs. Trevanion's look, 
and the clutch which in her passion she had 
taken of his arm. After all, his new life was 
dependent upon her, and it might be expedient 
not to go too far. 

This interlude left her trembling and full of 
agitation. She did not sleep all night, but 
moved about the room, in her dingy London 
lodging, scarcely able to keep still. A panic 
had seized hold upon her. She sent for him in 
the morning as soon as he had left his room, 
which was not early ; and even he observed the 
havoc made in her already worn face by the 
night. She told him that she had resolved to 
start next day. * I did not perceive,' she said, 
' all the dangers of staying, till you pointed them 
out to me. If I am to be honest, if I am to 
keep anyone's esteem, I must go away.' 

' I don't see it,' he said, somewhat sullenly. 
*It's all your fancy. When a person's in 
hiding, he's safer in London than anywhere 
else.' 
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^ I am not in hiding/ she said, hastily, with 
a sense of mingled irritation and despair. For 
what words could be used which he would 
understand, which would convey to him any 
conception of what she meant ? They were like 
two people speaking different languages, incap- 
able of communicating to each other anything 
that did not he upon the surface of their hves^. 
When he perceived at last how much in earnest 
she was, how utterly resolved not to remain, he 
yielded, but without either grace or good 
humour. He had not force enough in himself 
to resist when it came to a distinct issue. Thus 
they departed together into the world unknown 
— ^two beings absolutely bound to each other, 
each with no one else in the world to turn to, 
and yet with no understanding of each other, 
not knowing the very alphabet of each other's 
thoughts. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Thus Mrs. Trevanion went away out of re^ch 
and knowledge of everything that belonged to 
her old life. She had not been very happy in 
that life. The principal actor in it, her husband, 
had regarded her comfort less than that of his 
horses or hounds. He had filled her existence 
with agitations, but yet had not made life un- 
bearable until the last fatal comphcations had 
arisen. She had been surrounded by people 
who understood her more or less, who esteemed 
and approved her, and she had possessed in 
Rosalind the sweetest of companions, one who 
was in sympathy with every thought, who 
understood almost before she was conscious of 
thinking at all ; a creature who was herself yet 
not herself, capable of sharing everything and 
responding at every point. And, except her 
husband, there was no one who regarded Madam 
Trevanion with anything but respect and rever- 
ence. No one mistook the elevation of her 
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character. She was regarded with honour 
wherever she went, her opinions prized, her 
judgment much considered. When a woman 
to whom this position has been given suddenly 
descends to find herself in the sole company of 
one who cares nothing for her judgment, to 
whom all her opinions are antiquated or absurd, 
and herself one of those conventional female 
types without logic or reason, which are all that 
some men know of women, the confusing efiect 
which is produceij upon earth and heaven is too 
wonderful for words. More than any change of 
events, this change of position confuses and over- 
whelms the mind. Sometimes it is the dismal 
result of an ill-considered marriage. Sometimes 
it appears in other relationships. She was 
pulled rudely down from the pedestal she had 
occupied so long, and rudely, suddenly, made to 
feel that she was no oracle, that her words had 
no weight because she said them, but rather 
carried with them a probability of foolishness 
because they were hers. The wonder of this 
bewildered at first ; it confused her conscious- 
ness, and made her insecure of herself. And at 
last it produced the worse effect of making 
everything uncertain to her. Though she had 
been supposed so self-sustained and strong in 
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character, she was too natural a woman not to 
be deeply dependent upon sympathy and the 
support of understanding. When these failed 
she tottered and found no firm footing any- 
where. Perhaps she said to herself she was 
really foolish, as Edmund thought, unreasonable, 
slow to comprehend all character that was un- 
like her own. She was no longer young ; 
perhaps the young were wiser, had stronger 
lights ; perhaps her beliefs, her prejudices were 
things of the past. All this she came to think 
with wondering pain when the support of 
general faith and sympathy was withdrawn. 
It made her doubtful of everything she had 
done or believed, timid to speak, watching the 
countenance of the young man whose attitude 
towards her had changed all the world to her. 
This was not part of the calamity that had 
befallen her. It was something additional, 
another blow ; to be parted from her children, 
to sustain the loss of all things dear to her, was 
her terrible fate, a kind of vengeance for what 
was past ; but that her self-respect, her confi- 
dence should thus be taken away from her was 
another distinct and severe calamity. Some- 
times the result was a mental giddiness, a quiver 
about her of the atmosphere and all the solid 
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surroundings, as though there was (but in a 
manner unthought of by Berkeley) nothing 
really existent but only in the thoughts of 
those who beheld it. Perhaps her previous 
experiences had led her towards this ; for such 
had been the scope of all her husband's ad- 
dresses to her for many a day. But she had 
not been utterly alone with him, she had felt 
the strong support of other people's faith and 
approval holding her up and giving her strength. 
Now all these accessories had failed her. Her 
world consisted of one soul, which had no 
faith in her ; and thus, turned back upon her- 
self, she faltered in all her moral certainties, 
and began to doubt whether she had ever been 
right, whether she had any power to judge, or 
perception, or even feeling, whether she were 
not perhaps in reality the conventional woman, 
foolish, inconsistent, pertinacious, which she ap- 
peared through Edmund's eyes. 

The other strange new sensations that 
Madam encountered in these years, while her 
little children throve and grew under the care 
of Mrs. Lennox, and Eosalind developed into 
the full bloom of early womanhood, were many 
and various. She had thought herself very well 
acquainted with the mysteries of human endur- 
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ance, but it seemed to her now that at the 
beginning of that new life she had known 
nothing of them. New depths and heights 
developed every day ; her own complete break- 
ing down and the withdrawal from her of con- 
fidence in herself being the great central fact 
of all. On Edmund's side the development too 
was great. He had looked and wished for 
pleasure and ease and self-indulgence when he 
had very little power of securing them. When 
by a change of fortune so extraordinary and 
unexpected he actually obtained the means of 
gratifying his instincts, he addressed himself to 
the task with a unity of purpose which was 
worthy of a greater aim. He was drawn aside 
from his end by no glimmer of ambition, no 
impulse to make something better out of his 
life. His imperfect education and ignorance of 
what was best in existence had perhaps some- 
thing to do with this. To him as to many a 
labouring man the power of doing no work, nor 
anything but what he pleased, seemed the most 
supreme of gratifications. He would not give 
himself the trouble to study anything, even the 
world, confident as only the ignorant are in the 
power of money, and in that great evidence 
that he had become one of the privileged 
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classes, the fact that he did not now need to do 
anything for his living. He was not absolutely 
bad or cruel ; he only preferred his own plea- 
sure to anybody else's, and was a little con- 
temptuous of a woman's advice, and intolerant 
of her rule, and impatient of her company. 
Perhaps her idea that she owed herself to him, 
that it was paying an old debt of long-postponed 
duty to devote herself to him now, to do her 
best for him, to give him everything in her 
power that could make him happy, was a 
mistaken one from the beginning. She got to 
believe that she was selfish in remaining with 
him, while still feeling that her presence was 
the only possible curb upon him. How was 
she to find a way of serving him best, of pro- 
viding for all his wants and wishes, of keeping 
him within the bounds of possibility, yet letting 
him be free from the constraint of her presence ? 
As time went on, this problem became more 
and more urgent, yet by the same progress of 
time her mind grew less and less clear on any 
point. The balance of the comparative became 
more diflScult to carry. There was no absolute 
good within her reach, and she would not allow 
even to herself that there was any absolute bad 
in the young man's selfish life. It was all com- 
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parative as life was. But to find the point of 
comparative advantage which should be best 
for him, where he should be free without being 
abandoned, and have the power of shaping his 
course as he pleased without the power of ruin- 
ing himself and her — this became more and 
more the engrossing subject of her thoughts. 

As for Edmund, though he indulged in 
many complaints and grumbles as to having 
always a woman at his heels, his impatience 
never went the length of emancipating himself. 
On the whole his indolent nature found it most 
agreeable to have everything done for him, to 
have no occasion for thought. He had the 
power always of complaint, which gave him a 
kind of supremacy without responsibiUty. His 
fixed grievance was that he was kept out of 
London ; his hope, varying as they went and 
came about the world, that somewhere they 
would meet the family from which Mrs. Tre- 
vanion had been torn, and that ' on the sly,' or 
otherwise (though he never repeated those un- 
lucky words), he might find himself in a posi- 
tion to approach Rosalind, In the meantime 
he amused himself in such ways as were prac- 
ticable, and spent a great deal of money, and 
got a certain amount of pleasure out of his life. 
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His health was not robust, and when late hours 
and amusements told upon him he had the 
most devoted of nurses. On the whole, upon 
comparison with the life of a clerk on a small 
salary in a Liverpool office, his present exist- 
ence was a sort of shabby Paradise. 

About the time when Eosalind heard from 
Mr. Eivers of that chance encounter which 
revived all her longings for her mother, and at 
the same time all the horror of vague and 
miserable suspicion which surrounded Mrs. 
Trevanion's name, a kind of crisis had occurred 
in this strange wandering life, Edmund had 
fallen ill, more seriously than before, and in 
the quiet of convalescence after severe suffering 
had felt certain compunctions cross, his mind. 
He had acknowledged to his tender nurse that 
she was very kind to him. ' If you would not 
nag a fellow so,' he said, ' and drive me about 
so that I don't know what I am doing, I think, 
now that I am used to your ways, we might 
get on.' 

Mrs. Trevanion did not defend herself 
against the charge of ' nagging ' or ' driving ' as 
she might perhaps have done at an earlier period, 
but accepted with almost grateful humility the 
condescension of this acknowledgment. ' In 
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the meantime/ she said, ' you must get well, 
and then, please God, everything will be 
better.' 

* If you like to make it so,' he said, already 
half repentant of the admission he had made. 
And then he added, ' If you'd only give up 
this fancy of yours for foreign parts. Why 
shouldn't we go home.? You may like it, you 
speak the language, and so forth : but I detest 
it. If you want to please me and make me 
get well, let's go home.' 

* We have no home to go to, Edmund ' 

' Oh, that's nonsense, you know. You don't 

suppose I mean the sort of fireside business. 
Nothing is so easy as to get a house in Lon- 
don ; and you know that is what I like best.' 

' Edmund, how could I Uve in a house in 
London?' she said. *You must remember 
that a great deal has passed that is very pain- 
ful. I could not but be brought in contact 
with people who used to know me ' 

* Ah I ' he cried, ' here's the real reason at 
last. I thought all this time it was out of con- 
sideration for me, to keep me out of temptation, 
and that sort of thing ; but now it crops up at 
last. It's for yourself, after all. It is always 
an advance to know the true reason. And 
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what could they do to you, those people with 
whom you might be brought in contact ? ' 

She would not perhaps have said anything 
about herself had he not beguiled her by the 
momentary softness of his tone. And now one 
of those rapid scintillations of cross light which 
were continually gleaming upon her life and 
motives flashed over hep and changed every- 
thing. To be sure I it was selfishness, no 
doubt, though she had not seen it so. She 
answered, faltering a little : ' They could do 
nothing to me. Perhaps you are right, 
Edmund. It may be that I have been think- 
ing too much of myself. But I am sure 
London would not be good for you. To live 
there with comfort you must have something 
to do, or you must have — firiends ' 

' Well ! ' he said, with a kind of defiance. 

' You have no friends, Edmund.' 

' Well,' he repeated, ' whose fault is that ? 
It is true that I have no friends ; but I could 
have friends and everything else if you would 
take a little trouble — ^more than friends; I 
might marry and settle. You could do every- 
thing for me in that way if you would take the 
trouble. That's what I want to do; but I 
suppose you would rather drag me for ever 
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about with you than see me happy in a place 
of my own/ 

Mrs. Trevanion had lost her beauty. She 
was pale and worn as if twenty additional 
years had passed over her head instead of two. 
But for a moment the sudden flush that warmed 
and lighted up her countenance restored to her 
something of her prime. * I think/ she said, 
'Edmund, if you will let me for a moment 
beheve what I am saying, that, to see you 
happy and prosperous, I would gladly die. I 
know you will say my dying would be little to 
the purpose; but the other I cannot do for 
you. To marry requires a great deal that you 
do not think of. I don't say love, in the first 
place ' 

'You may if you please/ he said. 'I'm 

awfully fond of Oh, I don't mind saying 

her name. You know who I mean. If you 
were good enough for her, I don't see why I 
shouldn't be good enough for her. You have 
only got to introduce me, which you can if 
you like, and all the rest I take in my own 
hands/ 

' I was saying,' she repeated, ' that love, 
even if love exists, is not aU. Before any girl 
of a certain position would be allowed to 
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marry, the man must satisfy her friends. His 
past, and his future, and the means he has, 
and how he intends to live — all these things 
have to be taken into account. It is not so 
easy as you think.' 

* That is all very well,' said Edmund ; 
though he paused with a st^re of mounting 
dismay in his beautiful eyes, larger and more 
liquid than ever by reason of his illness — those 
eyes which haunted Eosalind's imagination. 
' That is all very well ; but it is not as if you 
were a stranger : when they know who I am 
— when I have you to answer for me ' 

A flicker of self-assertion came into her 
eyes. 'Why do you think they should care 
for me or my recommendation ? You do not,' 
she said. 

He laughed. ' That's quite dijQTerent. Per- 
haps they know more — and I am sure they 
know less than I do. I should think you 
would like them to know about me for your 
own sake.' 

She turned away with once more a rapid 
flush restoring momentary youth to her coun- 
tenance. She was so changed that it seemed 
to her, as she caught a glimpse of herself, 
languidly moving across the room, in the large 
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dim mirror opposite, that no one who belonged 
to her former existence would now recognise 
h«r. And there was truth in what he said. 
It would be better for her, for her own sake, 
that the family from whom she was separated 
should know everything there was to tell. 
After the first horror lest they should know, 
there had come a revulsion of feeling, and she 
had consented in her mind that to inform them 
of everything would be the best, though she 
still shrank from it. But even if she had 
strength to make that supreme effort it could 
do her no good. Nothing, they had said, no 
explanation, no clearing up, would ever remove 
the ban under which she lay. And it would 
be better to go down to her grave unjustified 
than to place Eosalind in danger. She looked 
back upon the convalescent as he resumed fret- 
fully the book which was for the moment his 
duly way of amusing himself. Illness had 
cleared away from Edmund's face all the traces 
of self-indulgence which she had seen there. 
It was a beautiful face, full of apparent mean- 
ing and sentiment, the eyes full of tenderness 
and passion — or at least what might seem so in 
other lights, and to spectators Jess dismally 
enlightened than herself. A young soul like 

VOL. II. Q 



226 MADAM. 

Eosalind, full of faith and enthusiasm, might 
take that face for the face of a hero, a poet. 
Ah ! this was a cruel thought that came to her 
against her will, that stabbed her like a knife 
as it came. She said to herself tremulously 
that in other circumstances, with other people, 
he might have been, might even be, all that 
his face told. Only with her from the begin- 
ning everything had gone wrong — which again 
in some subtle way, according to those revenges 
which everything that is evil brings with it, 
was her fault and not his. But Eosalind must not 
be led to put her faith upon promises which 
were all unfulfilled. Eosalind must not run 
any such risk. Whatever should happen, she 
could not expose to so great a danger another 
woman, and that her own child. 

But there were other means of setting the 
wheels of fate in motion, with which Madame 
Trevaoion had nothing to do. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

Towards the end of the summer, during the 
height of which Mrs. Lennox's party had 
returned to the Italian lakes, one of the friends 
she made at Cadenabbia represented to that 
good woman that her rheumatism, from which 
she had sufiered during the winter, though 
perhaps not quite so severely as she imagined 
made it absolutely necessary for her to go 
through a ' cure ' at Aix-les-Bains, where, as 
everybody knows, rheumatism is miraculously 
operated upon by the waters. Aunt Sophy 
was very much excited by this piece of advice. 
In the company which she had been frequenting 
of late, at the tables d'hdte and in the public 
promenades, she had begun to perceive that it 
was scarcely respectable for a person of a 
certain age not to go through a yearly ' cure ' 
at some one or other of a number of watering- 
places. It indicated a state of undignified 
health and robustness which was not quite nice 
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for a lady no longer young. There were many 
who went to Germany, to the different bads 
there, and a considerable number whose *^cure ' 
was in France, and some even who sought 
unknown springs in Switzerland and Italy ; 
but, taken on the whole, very few indeed were 
the persons over fifty of either sex who did not 
reckon a ' cure,* occupying three weeks or so 
of the summer or autumn, as a necessary part 
of the routine of life. To all Continental 
people it was indispensable, and there were 
many Americans who crossed the ocean for 
this purpose, going to Carlsbad or to Kissingen 
or somewhere else with as much regularity as 
if they had lived within a railway journey of 
the place. Only the English were careless 
on so important a subject, but even among 
them many became convinced of the necessity 
day by day. 

Mrs. Lennox, when this idea fiilly pene- 
trated her mind, and she had blushed to think 
how far she was behind in so essential a par- 
ticular of life, had a strong desire to go to 
Homburg, where all the 'best people' went, 
and where there was quite a little supplemen- 
tary London season, after the conclusion of the 
genuine article. But, unfortunately, there was 
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nothing the matter with her digestion. Her 
rhevimatisoi was the only thing she could bring 
forward as entitling her to any position at all 
among the elderly ladies and gentlemen who in 
August were setting out for, or returning from, 
their ' cures.' ' Oh, then, of course, it is Aix 
you must go to,' her informants said ; ' it is a 
little late, perhaps, in September — most of the 
best people will have gone — still, you know 
the waters are just as good, and the great heat 
is over. You could not do better than Aix.' 
One of the ladies who thus instructed her was 
even kind enough to suggest the best hotel to 
go to, and to proffer her own services, as know- 
ing all about it, to write and secure rooms for 
her friend. ' It is a pity you did not go three 
weeks ago, when all the best people were 
there ; but, of course, the waters are just the 
same,' this benevolent perso^ repeated. Mrs. 
Lennox became, after a time, very eager on 
this subject. She no longer blushed when her 
new acquaintances talked of their cure. She 
explained to new-comers, ' It is a little late, but 
it did not suit my arrangements before ; and, of 
course, the waters are the same, though the 
best people are gone.' Besides, it was always, 
she said, on the way home, whatever might 
Jhappen. 
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They set off accordingly, travelling in a 
leisurely way, in the beginning of September. 
Mrs. Lennox felt that it was expedient to go 
slowly, to have something of the air of an 
invalid before she began her 'cure.' Up to 
this moment she had borne a stray twinge of 
pain when it came, in her shoulder or her knee, 
and thought it best to say nothing about it ; 
but now she made a little grimace when that 
occurred, and said, ' Oh, my shoulder ! ' or 
complained of being stiff when she got out of 
the carriage. It was only right that she should 
feel her ailments a little more than usual when 
she began her cure. 

The hotels were beginning to empty when 
the English party, so helpless, so used to 
comfort, so inviting to everybody that wanted 
to make money out of them, appeared. They 
were received, it is needless to say, with open 
arms, and had the best suites of rooms to choose 
from. Mrs. Lennox felt herself to grow in 
importance from the moment she entered the 
place. She felt more stiff than ever when she 
got out of the carriage and was led upstairs, 
the anxious landlady suggesting that there was 
a chair in which she could be carried to her 
apartment if the stairs were too much for her. 



MADAM. 231 

* Oh, I think I can manage to walk up if I am 
not hurried/ Aunt Sophy said. It would have 
been quite unkind, almost improper, not to 
adopt the rdle which suited the place. She 
went up quite slowly, holding by the banister, 
while the children, astonished, crowded up after 
her, wondering what had happened. * I think 
I will take your arm, Eosalind,' murmured the 
simple woman. She did really feel much 
stiffer than usual ; and then there was that pain 
in her shoulder. ' I am so glad I have suffered 
myself to be persuaded to come. I wonder 
Dr. Tennant did not order me here long ago ; 
for I really think in my present condition I 
never should have been able to get home.' 
Even Rosalind was much affected by this sug- 
gestion, and blamed herself for never having 
discovered how lame Aunt Sophy was growing. 
' But it is almost your own fault, for you 
never showed it,' she said. *My dear, I did 
not, of course, want to make you anxious,' re- 
plied Mrs. Lennox. » 

The doctor came next morning, and every- 
thing was settled about the 'cure.' He told 
the new-comers that there was still a good 
many people in Aix, and that all the circum- 
stances were most favourable. Mrs. Lennox 
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was taken to her bath in a chair the day after, 
and went through all the operations which the 
medical man thought requisite. He spoke ex- 
cellent English — which was such a comfort. 
He told his patient that the air of the place 
where the cure was to be effected often seemed 
to produce a temporary recrudescence of the 
disease. Aunt Sophy was much exhilarated by 
this word. She talked of this chance of a 
recrudescence in a soft and subdued tone, such 
as became her invalid condition, and felt a most 
notable increase of dignity and importance as 
she proceeded with her ' cure.' 

Rosalind was one of the party who took 
least to this unexpected delay. She had begun 
to be very weary of the travelling, the mono- 
tony of the groups of new acquaintances all so 
like each other, the atmosphere of hotels, and 
all the vulgarities of a life in public. To the 
children it did not matter much ; they took 
their walks all the same whether they were at 
the Elms or Aix-les-Bains, and had their nursery 
dinner at their usual hour, whatever happened. 
The absorption of Mrs. Lennox in her ' cure ' 
threw Rosalind now entirely upon the society 
of these little persons. She went with them, or 
rather they went with her^ in her constant 
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expeditions to the lake, which attracted her 
more than the tiresome amusements of the 
watering-place, and thus all their little ad- 
ventures and encounters — incidents which in 
other circumstances might have been overlooked 
— became matters of importance to her. 

It was perhaps because he was the only boy 
in the little feminine party, or because he was 
the youngest, that Johnny was invariably the 
principal personage in all these episodes of 
childish life. He it was whom the ladies 
admired, whom strangers stopped to talk to, 
who was the little hero of every small ex- 
citement. His beautiful eyes, the boyish bold- 
ness which contrasted so strongly with little 
Amy's painful shyness, and even with his own 
little pale face and unassured strength, capti- 
vated the passers-by. He was the favourite of 
the nursery, which was now presided over by 
a nurse much more enlightened than Eussell, a 
woman recommended by the highest authori- 
ties, and wno knew, or was supposed to know, 
nothing of the family history. Eosalind had 
heard vaguely without paying much attention 
of various admirers who had Daid their tribute 
to the attractions of her little brother, but it 
was not until her curiosity was roused by the. 
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appearance of a present in the form of a hand- 
some and expensive mechanical toy, the quali- 
ties of which Johnny expounded with much 
self-importance and in a loud voice, that she 
was moved to any remark. The children were 
on the floor near her, full of excitement. ' Now 
it shall run round and round, and now it shall 
go straight home,' Johnny said, while Amy 
watched and Ustened ecstatically, a httle maiden 
of few words, whose chief qualities were a 
great power of admiration and a still greater 
of love. 

Eosalind was seated musing by the window, 
a little tired, wondering when the ' cure ' would 
be over, and if Aunt Sophy would then recover 
the use of her limbs again, and consent to go 
home. Mrs. Lennox was always good and 
kind, and the children were very dear to their 
mother-sister ; but now and then, not always, 
perhaps not often, there comes to a young 
woman like Eosalind a longing for companion- 
ship such as neither aunts nor children can 
give. Neither the children nor her aunt shared 
her thoughts ; they understood her very im- 
perfectly on most occasions ; they had love to 
give her, but not a great deal more. She 
sighed, as people do when there is something 
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wanting to them, then turned upon herself with 
a kind of rage, and asked, 'What did she 
want ? ' as girls will do on whom it has been 
impressed that this wish for companionship is u 
thing that is wrong, perhaps unmaidenly. But 
after all there was no harm in it. Oh, that 
Uncle John was here! she said to herself. 
Even Eoland Hamerton would have been some- 
thing. He could have tried at least his very 

best to think as she did. Oh that ! She 

did not put any name to this aspiration. She 
was not very sure who — which — it meant, and 
then she breathed a still deeper sigh, and tears 
came to her eyes. Oh I for her of whom 
nobody knew where she was wandering or in 
what circumstances she might be. She heard 
the children's voices vaguely through her think- 
ing, and by-and-by a word caught her ear. 

' The lady said I was to do it *like this. 
She did it lor me on the table out in the 
garden. It nearly felled down,' said Johnny, 
' and then it would have broken itself, so she 
put it on the ground and went down on her 
knees.' 

' Oh, what did she go on her knees for, like 
saying her prayers, Johnny ? ' 

' Nothin' of the sort. She just went down 
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like this and caught hold of me. 1 expose,' 
said Johnny, whose language was not always 
correct, ' she is stiff like Aunt Sophy ; for I 
was far more stronger and kept her up.' 

* Who is this that he is talking of, Amy ? ' 
Eosalind said. 

The little girl gave her a look which had 
some meaning in it, Eosalind could not tell 
what, and, giving Johnny a little push with her 
arm after the easy method of childhood, said, 
' Tell her,' turning away to examine the toy. 

'It was the lady,' Johnny said, turning 
slightly round as on a pivot, and lifting to her 
those great eyes which Aunt Sophy had said 
were hke — and which always went straight to 
Eosalind's heart. 

' What lady, dear ? and where did you get 
that beautiful toy ? ' Eosalind followed the 
description the child had been giving, and 
came and knelt on the carpet beside him. 
' How pretty it is ! Did Aunt Sophy give you 
that?' 

' It was the lady,' Johnny repeated. 

'What lady? Was it a stranger, Amy, 
that gave him such a beautiful toy ^ ' 

' I think. Miss Eosalind,' said the nurse, 
coming to the rescue, ' it is some lady that has 
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lost her little boy, and that he must have been 
about Master Johnny's age. I said it was too 
much, and that you would not like him to take 
it ; but she said the ladies would never mind if 
they knew it was for the sake of another — that 
she had lost.' 

' Poor lady I ' EosaUnd said ; the tears came 
to her eyes in sudden sympathy ; ' that must 
be 80 sad, to lose a child.' 

* It is the greatest sorrow in this world, to 
be only sorrow,' the woman said. 

* Only sorrow 1 and what can be worse 
than that ? ' said innocent Eosalind. * Is the 
lady very sad, Johnny? I hope you were 
good and thanked her for it. Perhaps if I 
were with him some day she would speak to 
me.' 

'She doesn't want nobody but me,' said 
Johnny. ' Oh look ! doesn't it go. It couldn't 
go on the gr9und because of the stones. Amy, 
Amy, get out of the way, it will run you over. 
And now it's going home to take WilUam a 
message I whispered in it, so it knows what 
to say.' 

*But I want to hear about the lady, 
Johnny.' 

* Oh look, look 1 it's failed on the carpet ; 
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it don't like the carpet any more than the 
stones. I expose it's on the floor it will go 
best, or on the grass. Nurse, come along, let's 
go out and try it on the grass.' 

' Johnny, stop ! I want to know more about 
this lady, dear.' 

' Oh, there is nothing about her,' cried the 
little boy, rushing after his toy. Sophy, who 
had been practising, got up from the piano 
and came forward to volunteer information. 

* She's an old fright,' said Sophy. ' IVe seen 
lier back — dressed all in mourning, with a thick 
veil on. She never took . any notice of us 
others that have more sense than Johnny. I 
could have talked to her, but he can't talk to 
anybody, he is so little and so silly. All he 
can say is only stories he makes up ; you think 
that is clever, but I don't think it is clever. If 
I was his — aunt,' said Sophy, with a momentary 
hesitation, ' I would whip him. For all that is 
lies, don't you know ? You would say it was 
lies if I said it, but you think it's poetry 
because of Johnny. Poetry is lies, Eosalind, 
yes, and novels too. They're not true, so what 
can they be but lies ? that's why I don't care 
to read them. No, I never read them, I like 
what's true.* 
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Eosalind caught her book instinctively, 
which was all she had left. ' We did not ask 
you for your opinion about poetry, Sophy ; but 
if this lady is so kind to Johnny I should like to 
go and thank her. Next time you see her say 
that Johnny's sister would like to thank her. 
If she has lost her little boy we ought to be 
very sorry for her,' Eosalind said. 

Sophy looked at her with an unmoved 
countenance. * I think people are a great deal 
better off that are not bothered with children,' 
she said ; ' I should send the little ones home, 
and then we could do what we liked, and stay 
as long as we liked,' quoth the little woman 
of the world. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

Johnny's little social successes were so frequent 
that the memory of the poor lady who had lost 
her child at his age soon died away, and the 
toy got broken and went the way of all toys. 
Their life was spent in a very simple round of 
occupations. Eosalind, whose powers as an 
artist were not beyond the gentlest level of 
amateur art, took to sketching, as a means of 
giving some interest to her idle hours, and it 
became one of the habits of the family that 
Aunt Sophy, when well enough to go out for 
her usual afternoon drive, should deposit her 
niece and the children on the bank of the lake, 
the spot which Rosalind had chosen as the sub- 
ject of a sketch. The hills opposite shone in the 
afternoon sun with a grey haze of heat soften- 
ing all their outhnes; the water glowed and 
sparkled in all its various tones of blue, here 
and there specked by a slowly progressing 
boat, carrying visitors across to the mock 
antiquity of Hautecombe. 
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After the jingle and roll of Mrs. Lennox's 
carriage had passed away, the silence of the 
summer heat so stilled the landscape that the 
distant clank of the oars on the water produced 
the highest effect. It was very warm, yet there 
was something in the haze that spoke of autumn, 
and a cool but capricious little breeze came 
now and then from the water. Eosalind, sit- 
ting in the shade with her sketching-block upon 
her knee, felt that soft indolence steal over her, 
that perfect physical content and harmony 
with everything, which takes all impulse from 
the mind and makes the sweetness of doing 
nothing a property of the very atmosphere. 
Her sketch was very unsatisfactory for one 
thing : the subject was much too great for her 
simple powers. She knew just enough to know 
that it was bad, but not how to do what she 
wished, to carry out her own ideal. To make 
out the open secret before her, and perceive how 
it was that Nature formed those shadows and 
poured down that light, was possible to her 
mind but not to her hand, which had not the 
cunning necessary for the task ; but she was 
clever enough to see her incapacity, which is 
more than can be said of most amateurs. Her 
hands had dropped by her side, and her sketch 
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upon her lap. After all, who could hope to 
put upon paper those dazzling lights, and the 
differing tones of air and distance, the shadows 
that flitted over the mountain sides, the sub- 
dued radiance of the sky? Perhaps a great 
artist, Turner or his chosen rival, but not an 
untrained girl, whose gifts were only for the 
drawing-room. Eosalind was not moved by 
any passion of regret on account of her failure. 
She was content to sit still and vaguely con- 
template the beautiful scene, which was half 
within her and half without. The ' inward eye 
which is the bliss of solitude' filled out the 
outline of the picture for her as she sat, not 
thinking, a part of the silent rapture of the 
scene. The children were playing near her, 
and their voices, softened in the warm air, 
made part of the beatitude of the moment— 
that, and the plash of the water on the shore, 
and the distant sound of the oars, and the 
breeze that blew in her face. It was one of 
those exquisite instants, without any actual 
cause of happiness in them, when we are happy 
without knowing why. Such periods come 
back to the mind as the great events which are 
called joyful never do — for with events, how- 
ever joyfiil, there come agitations, excitements — 



MADAM. 243 

whereas pure happiness is serene, and all the 
sweeter for being without any cause. 

Thus Eosalind sat — ^notwithstanding many 
things in her life which were far from perfect — 
in perfect calm and pleasure. The nurse, seated 
lower down upon the beach, was busy with a 
piece of work, crochet or some other of those 
useless handiworks which are a refreshinent to 
those who are compelled to be useful for the 
greater portion of their lives. The children 
were still near to the edge of the water, playing 
with a httle pleasure-boat which was moored 
within the soft plash of the lake. It was not a 
substantial craft like the boats native to the 
place, which are meant to convey passengers 
and do serious work, but was a little, gaily 
painted pleasure skiff, belonging to an Enghsh- 
man in. the neighbourhood, neither safe nor 
solid — one of the cockleshells that a wrong 
balance upsets in a moment. It was to all ap- 
pearance safely attached to something on the 
land, and suggested no idea of danger either to 
the elder sister seated above or to the nurse on 
the beach. 

Amy and Johnny had exhausted their 
imagination in a hundred dramatic plays ; they 
had * pretended ' to be kings and queens, to be 
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a lady receiving visitors and a gentleman making 
a morning call, to be a clergyman preaching to 
a highly critical and unsatisfactory audience, 
which v^ould neither stay quiet nor keep still, 
to be a procession chanting funeral hymns, 
even coming down sadly from that level of high 
art to keep a shop, selling pebbles and sand for 
tea and sugar. Such dehghts, however, are 
but transitory ; the chiLlren after a while ex- 
hausted every device they could think of ; and 
then they got into the boat, which it was very 
easy to do. The next thing, as was natural, 
was to 'pretend' to push off and row. And, 
alas! the very first of these attempts was too 
successful. The boat had been attached, as it 
appeared, merely to a small iron rod thrust into 
the sand, and Johnny, being vigorous and 
pulUng with all his little might — ^with so touch 
might that he tumbled into the bottom of the 
boat head over heels in the revulsion of the 
effort — the hold gave way. Both nurse and 
sister sat tranquilly, fearing no evil, while this 
tremendous event took place, and it was not 
till the shifting of some bright hues in the fore- 
ground caught Eosalind's dreaming eye that the 
possibility of any accident occurred to her. She 
sprang to her feet then, with a loud cry which. 
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startled the nurse and a group of children play- 
ing further on, on the beach, but no one who 
could be of any real assistance. The little 
bright vessel was afloat and already bearing 
away upon the shining water. In a minute it 
was out of reach of anything the women could 
do. There was not a boat or a man withm 
sight ; the only hope was in the breeze which 
directed the frail little skiflF to a small projecting 
point further on, to which, as soon as her senses 
came back to her, Rosalind rushed, with what 
intention she scarcely knew, to plunge into the 
water though she could not swim, to do some- 
thing, if it should only be to drown along with 
them. The danger that the boat might float 
out into the lake was not all ; for any frightened 
movement, even an attempt to help themselves 
on the part of the children, might upset the 
frail craft in a moment, and end their voyage 
for ever. 

She flew over the broken ground, stumbling 
in her hurry and agitation, doing her best to 
stifle the cries that burst fix)m her, lest she should 
frighten the little voyagers. For the moment 
they were quite still, surprise and alarm and a 
temporary confusion as to what to do having 
quieted their usual restlessness* Amy's little 
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face, with a smile on it, gradually growing 
fixed as fear crept over her which she would 
not betray, and Johnny's back as he settled 
himself on the rowing seat, with his arms just 
beginning to move towards the oars which 
Eosalind felt would be instant destruction did 
he get hold of them, stood out in her eyes as if 
against a background of flame. It was only 
the background of the water, all soft and glow- 
ing, with scarcely a ripple upon it, safe, so 
peaceful, and yet death. There could not have 
been a prettier picture. The boat was reflected 
in every tint, the children's dresses, its own 
lines of white and crimson, the foolish little 
flag of the same colours that fluttered at the 
bow — all prettiness, gaiety, a picture that would 
have delighted a child, softly floating, double^ 
boat and shadow. But never was any scene of 
prettiness looked at with such despair. ' Keep 
still, keep still,' Eosalind cried, half afraid even 
to say so much, as she flew along, her Iw'ain all 
one throb. If but the gentle breeze, the current 
so slight as to be scarcely visible, would drift 
them to the point 1 if only her feet would carry 
her there in time ! Her sight seemed to fail 
her, and yet for years after it was like a picture 
ineffaceable printed upon her eyes. 
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She was rushing into the water in despair, 
with her hands stretched oiit, but, alas ! seeing 
too clearly that the boat was still out of her 
reach, and restraining with pain the cry of 
anguish which would have startled the children, 
when she felt herself suddenly put aside and a 
coat, thrown off by someone in rapid motion, 
fell at her feet. Eosalind did not lose her 
senses, which were all strung to the last degree 
of vivid force and capability ; but she knew 
nothing, did not think, was conscious neither of 
her own existence nor of how this came about, 
of nothing but the sight before her eyes. She 
stood among the reeds, her feet in the water, 
trying to smile to the children, to Amy upon 
whom terror was growing, and to keep her 
own cries from utterance. The plunge of the 
new-comer in the water startled Johnny. He 
had got hold of the oar, and in the act of 
flinging it upon the water with the clap which 
used to delight him on the lake at home, 
turned sharply round to see what this new 
sound meant. Then the light vanished from 
Eosalind's eyes. She uttered one cry, which 
seemed to ring from one end of the lake to the 
other, and startled the rowers far away on the 
other side. Then gradually sight came back 
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to her. Had it all turned iuto death and 
destruction, that shining water with its soft 
reflections, the pretty outline, the floating 
colours? She heard a sound of voic^es, the 
tones of the children, and then the scene 
became visible again, as if a black shadow had 
been removed. There was the boat, still 
floating double. Amy's face full of smiles, 
Johnny's voice raised high. ' Oh, / could 
have doned it ! ' — a man's head above the level 
of the water, a hand upon the side of the boat. 
Then someone called to her, ' No harm done ; 
I will take them back to the beach.' The 
throbbing went out of Eosalind's brain and went 
lower down, till her limbs shook under her, 
and how to get through the reeds she could 
not tell. She lifted the coat instinctively and 
struggled along, taking, it seemed to her, half 
an hour to retrace the steps which she had 
made in two minutes in the access of terror 
which had left her so weak. The nurse, who 
had fallen helpless on the beach, covering her 
eyes with her hands not to see the catastrophe, 
had recovered and got the children in her arms 
before Eosalind reached them. They were 
quite at their ease and skipped about on the 
shingle when lifted from the boat with an air 
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of triumph. ' I could have doned it if you had 
left me alone/ said Johnny, careless of the 
njingled caresses and reproaches that fell upon 
him in a torrent — the * Oh, children, you've al- 
most killed me ! ' of nurse, and the passionate 
clasp with which Eosalind seized upon them. 
* We were floating beautiful,' said httle Amy, 
oblivious of her terrors — and they began to 
descant both together upon the delights of their 
' sail.' ' Oh, it is far nicer than those big 
boats I ' * And if he had let me get the oars 
out I'd have doned it myself,' cried Johnny. 
The group of children which had been dis- 
turbed by the accident stood round gaping 
open-mouthed in admiration, and the loud 
sound of hurrying oars from a boat rushing 
across the lake to the rescue aided to the 
excitement of the little hero and heroine. 
Eosalind's dress was torn with her rush through 
the reeds, her shoes wet, her whole frame 
trembling ; while nurse had got her tidy bon- 
net awry and her hair out of order. But the 
small adventurers had suffered no harm or 
strain of any kind. They were jaunty in their 
perfect success and triumph. 

*I thought it safest to bring them round 
to this bit of beach, where they could oe 
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landed without any diflSculty. Oh, pray don't 
say anything about it. It was little more than 
wading, the water is not deep. And I am 

amply Miss Trevanion ! I am shocked to 

see you carrying my coat ! ' 

Eosalind turned to the dripping figure by 
her side with a cry of astonishment. She had 
been far too much agitated even to make any 
question in her mind who it was. Now she 
raised her eyes to meet — ^what ? the eyes that 
were like Johnny's, the dark, wistful, appealing 
look which had come back to her mind so 
often. He stood there with the water running 
from him, in the glow of exertion, his face 
thinner and less boyish, but his look the same 
as when he had come to her help on the 
country road, and by the little lake at High- 
court. It flashed through Eosalind's mind 
that he had always come to her help. She 
uttered the ' Oh ! ' which is Enghsh for every 
sudden wonder, not knowing what to say. 

'I hope,' he said, *that you may perhaps 
remember I once saw you at Highcourt in the 
old days, in a little difficulty with a boat. This 
was scarcely more than that.' 

'I recollect,' she said, her breath coming 
fast ; ' you were very kind — and now Oh, 
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this is a great deal more ! I owe you — their 
hves.' 

' Pray don't say so. It was nothing — any- 
one would have done it, even if there had been 
a great deal more to do, but there was nothing ; 
it was little more than wading.' Then he took 
his coat from her hand, which she had been 
holding all the time. ' It is far more — it is too 
much that you should have carried my coat, 
Miss Trevanion. It is more than a reward.' 

She had thought of the face so often, the 
eyes fixed upon her, and had forgotten what 
doubts had visited her mind when she saw him 
before. Now, when she met the gaze of those 
eyes again, all her doubts came back. There 
was a faint internal struggle, even while she re- 
membered that he had saved the lives of the 
children. ' I know,' she said, recollecting her- 
self, ' that we have met before, and that I had 
other things to thank you for, though nothing 
like this. But you must forgive me, for I don't 
know your name. 

' My name is Everard,' he said, with a little 
hesitation and a quick flush of colour. His 
face, which had always been refined in feature, 
had a delicacy that looked like ill-health, and as 
he pulled on his coat over his wet clothes he 
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shivered slightly. Was it because he felt the 
chill, or only to call forth the sudden anxiety 
which appeared in Eosalind's face ? ' Oh/ he 
said, * it was momentary. I shall take no 
harm/ 

' What can we do ? ' cried Rosalind, with 
alarm. ' If it should make you ill ! And you 
are here perhaps for the baths ? and yet have 
plunged in without thought. What can we do ? 
There is no carriage nor anything to be got. 
Oh, Mr. Everard I take pity upon me, and 
hasten home.' 

* I will walk with you if you will let me.' 

' But we cannot go quick, the children are 
not able, and what if you catch cold ! My aunt 
would never forgive me if I let you wait.' 

' There could be nothing improper,' he said, 
hastily, ' with the nurse and the children.' 

Eosalind felt the pain of this mistaken 
speech prick her like a pin-point. To think in 
your innermost consciousness that a man is * not 
a gentleman ' is worse than anything else that 
can be said of him in English speech. She 
hesitated and was angry with herself, but yet 
her colour rose high. ' What I mean,' she said, 
with an indescribable delicate pride, * is that you 
Xvill take cold — you understand me, surely — 



MADAM. 253 

you will take cold after being in the water. I 
beg you to go on without waiting, for the 
children cannot walk quickly.' 

' And you ? ' he said — still he did not seem 
to understand, but looked at her with a sort of 
delighted persuasion that she was avoiding the 
walk with him coyly, with that feminine with- 
drawal which leads a suitor on. * You are just 
as wet as I am. Could not we two push on 
and leave the children to follow ? ' 

Eosalind gave him a look which was full of 
almost despairing wonder. The mind and the 
words conveyed so different an impression from 
that made by the refined features and har- 
monious face. * Oh, please go away I ' she said, 
* I am in misery to see you standing there so 
wet. My aunt will send to you to thank you. 
Oh, please go away I If you catch cold we will 
never forgive ourselves,' Eosalind cried, with 
an earnestness that brought tears to her eyes. 

* Miss Trevanion, that you should care ' 

Eosalind, in her heat and eagerness, made 
an imperious gesture, stamping her foot on the 
sand in passionate impatience. ' Go, go ! ' she 
cried. * We owe you the children's lives, and 
we shall not forget it — but go ! ' 

He hesitated. He did not believe nor 
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understand her. He looked in her eyes wist- 
fully, yet with a sort of smile, to know how 
much of it was true. Could anyone who was 
a gentleman have so failed to apprehend her 
meaning? Yet it did gleam on him at length, 
and he obeyed her, though reluctantly, turning 
back half a dozen times in the first hundred 
yards to see if she were coming. At last a 
turn in the road hid him from her troubled 
eyes. 
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CHAPTEE XLII 

When the party arrived at the hotel and Aunt 
Sophy was informed of what had happened, her 
excitement was great. The children were 
caressed and scolded in a breath. After a while, 
however, the enormity of their behaviour was 
dwelt upon by all their guardians together. 

' I was saying, ma'am, that I couldn't never 
take Miss Amy and Master Johnny near to that 
lake again. Oh, I couldn't I — the hotel garden, 
I couldn't go farther, not with any peace of 
mind.' 

* You hear what nurse says, children ! ' said 
Aunt Sophy ; * she is quite right. It would be 
impossible for me to allow you to go out again 
unless you made me a promise, oh, a faithful 
promise.' 

Amy was tired with the long walk after all 
the excitement ; and she was always an impres- 
sionable httle thing. She began to cry and 
protest that she never meant any harm, that 
the boat was so pretty, and that she was sure 
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it was fastened and could not get away. But 
Johnny held his ground. ' 1 could have doned 
it myself,' he said ; * I know . how to row. 
Nobody wasn't wanted — if that fellow had let 
us alone.' 

* Where is the gentleman, Eosalind ? ' cried 
Mrs. Lennox. ' Oh, how could you be so un- 
grateful as to let him go without asking where 
he was to be found ? To think he should have 
saved these precious children and not to know 
where to find him to thank him ! Oh, children, 
only think, if you had been brought home all 
cold and stiff, and laid out there never to give 
any more trouble, never to go home again, 
never to speak to your poor distracted auntie, 
or to poor Eosalind, or to— Oh, my dar- 
lings ! What should I have done if you had 
been brought home to me like that? It would 
have killed me. I should never more have 
held up my head again.' 

At this terrible prospect, and at the sight 
of Aunt Sophy's tears. Amy flung her arms as 
far as they would go round that portly figure 
and hid her sobs upon her aunt's bosom. 
Johnny began to yield ; he grew pale, and his 
big eyes veiled themselves .with a film of tears. 
To think of lying there cold and stiff, as Aunt 
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Sophy said, daunted the little hero. * I could 
have doued it/ he said, but faltered, and his 
mouth began to quiver. 

* And Uncle John,' cried Mrs. Lennox, ' and 
Eex ! what would you have said never, never to 
see them again ? ' 

Johnny in his own mind piled up the agony 
still higher — and the rabbits and the pigeons, 
and his own pet guinea-pig, and his pony 1 He 
flung himself into Aunt Sophy's lap, which was 
so large, and so soft, and so secure. 

This scene moved Eosalind both to tears and 
laughter ; for it was a Uttle pathetic as well as 
funny, and the girl was over- strained. She 
would have Uked to fling herself, too, into 
arms of love like Aunt Sophy's, which were 
full — arms as loving but more* strong. The 
children did not want their mother, but Eosa- 
lind did. Her mind was moved by sentiments 
more complex than Johnny's emotions, but she 
had no one to have recourse to. The afternoon 
brightness had faded, and the grey of twilight 
filled the large room, making everything indis- 
tinct. At this crisis the door opened and 
somebody was ushered into the room, someone 
who came forward with a hesitating yet eager 
step. * I hope I may be permitted, though I 
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am without introduction, to ask if the children 
have taken any harm,' he said. 

* It is Mr. Everard, Aunt Sophy.' Bosalind 
retired to the background, her heart beating 
loudly. She wanted to look on to see what 
appearance he presented to a spectator, to know 
how he would speak, what he would say. 

* Oh ! ' cried Mrs. Lennox, standing up with 
a child m esch arm, * it is the gentleman who 
saved my darlings-^it is your deUverer, chil- 
dren. Oh, sir, what can I say to you ; how 
can I even thank you ? You have saved my 
life too, for I should never have survived if 
anything had happened to them.' 

He stood against the light of one of the 
windows, unconscious of the eager criticism 
with which he was being watched. Perhaps 
the bow he made was a little elaborate, but 
his voice was soft and refined. * I am 
very glad if I have been of any service,' he 
said. 

* Oh, service ! it is far, far beyond that. I 
hope Eosalind said something to you ; I hope 
she told you how precious they were, and that 
we could never, never forget.' 

* There is nothing to thank me for, indeed. 
It was more a joke than anything else ; the 
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little things were in no danger so long as they 
sat still. I was scarcely out of my depth, not 
much more than wading all the time.' 

*Aunt Sophy, that is what I told you,' 
said Johnny, withdrawing his head from unijer 
her arm. * I could have doned it myself.' 

' Oh hush, Johnny ! Whatever way it was 
done, what does that matter ? — ^here they are, 
and they might have been at the bottom of 
the lake. And you risked your own hfe or 
your health, which comes to the same thing ? 
Pray sit down, Mr. Everard. If you are here,' 
Aunt Sophy went on, loosing her arms from 
the children and sitting down with the full 
purpose of enjoying a talk, * as I am, for the 
waters, to get drenched and to walk home in 
your wet clothes must have been madness — 
that is, if you are here for your health.' 

* I am here for the baths, but a trifle like 
that could harm no one.' 

' Oh, I trust not — oh, I anxiously trust 
not! It makes my heart stand still even to 
think of it. Are you getting any benefit ? It 
is for rheumatism, I suppose ? And what form 
does yours take ? One sufierer is interested in 
another,' Mrs. Lennox said. 

He seemed to wince a little, and threw a 
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glance behind into the dimness to look for 
Eosalind. To confess to rheumatism is not 
interesting. He said at last with a faint laugh : 
' I had rheumatic fever some years ago. My 
heart is supposed to be afliected, that is all ; 
the water couldn't hurt that organ ; indeed I 
think it did good.' 

Bosahnd in the background knew that this 
was meant for her; but her criticism was 
disarmed by a touch of humorous sympathy 
for the poor young fellow, who had expected 
no doubt to appear in the character of a hero, 
and was thus received as a fellow-suflferer in 
rheumatism. But Mrs. Lennox naturally saw 
nothing ludicrous in the situation. * Mine,' she 
said, * is in the joints. I get so stiff, and really 
to rise up after I have been sitting down for 
any t'me is quite an operation. I suppose you 
don't feel anything of that sort ? To be sure, 
you are so much younger — but sufferers have a 
fellow-feeling. And when did you begin your 
baths ? and how many do you mean to take ? 
and do you think they are doing you any good ? 
It is more than I can say just at present, but 
they tell me that it oftens happens so, and 
that it is afterwards that one feels the good 
result' 
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' I know scarcely anyone here/ said the 
young man, * so I have not been able to 
compare notes ; but I am not ill, only taking 
the baths to please a — relation, who, perhaps,' 
he said with a little laugh, * takes more 
interest in me than I deserve,' 

' Oh, I am sure not that I ' said Aunt Sophy 
with enthusiasm. *But indeed it is very nice 
of you to pay so much attention to your 
relation's wishes. You will never repent 
putting yourself to trouble for her peace of 
mind, and I am sure I sympathise with her 
very much in the anxiety she must be feeling. 
When the heart is affected it is always serious. 
I hope, Mr. ' 

' Everard,' he said with a bow, once more 
just a httle, as the critic behind him felt, too 
elaborate for the occasion. 

* I beg your pardon. Eosalind did tell me ; 
but I was so much agitated, alipost too much 
to pay any attention. I hope, Mr. Everard, 
that you are careful to keep yourself from 
all agitation. I can't think the shock of 
plunging into the lake could be good for 
you. Oh, I feel quite sure it couldn't be 
good. I hope you will feel no ill results 
afterwards. But excitement of any sort, or 
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agitation, that is the worst thing for the 
heart. I hope, for your poor dear relation's 
sake, who must be so anxious, poor lady, 
that you will take every care.' 

He gave a glance behind Mrs. Lennox 
to the shadow which stood between him and 
the window. 'That depends,' he said, 'rather 
on other people than on myself. You may 
be sure I should prefer to be happy and at ease 
if it were in my power.' 

' Ah, well ! ' said Aunt Sophy, ' that is very 
true. Of course our happiness depends very 
much upon other people. And you have done 
a great deal for mine, Mr. Everard. It would 
not have done me much good to have people 
telling me to be cheerful if my poor little 
darlings had been at the bottom of the lake.' 
Here Aunt Sophy stopped and cried a little, 
then went on. ' You are not, I think, living at 
our hotel, but I hope you will stay and dine 
with us. Oh yes, I cannot take any refusal. 
We may have made your acquaintance 
informally, but few people can have so good 
a reason for wishing to know you. This is 
my niece. Miss Trevanion, Mr. Everard ; the 
little children you saved are my brother's 
children — the late Mr. Trevanion of High- 
court. 
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Eosalind listened with her heart beating 
high. Was it possible that he would receive 
the introduction as if he had known nothing 
of her before ? He rose and turned towards 
her, made once more that slightly stiff, too 
elaborate bow, and was silent. No, worse 
than that, began to say something about being 
happy to make — acquaintance. 

' Aunt Sophy,' said Eosalind, stepping foi'- 
ward, ' you are under a mistake- Mr. Everard 
knows us well enough. I met him before we 
left Highcourt.' And then she too paused, 
feeling with sudden embarrassment that there 
was a certain difficulty in explaining their 
meetings, a difficulty of which she had not 
thought. It was he now who had the 
advantage which she had felt to lie with her- 
self. 

' It is curious how things repeat themselves,' 
he said. ' I had once the pleasure of recover- 
ing a boat that had floated away from Miss 
Trevanion on the pond at Highcourt, but I 
could not have ventured to claim acquaintance 
on so small an argument as that.' 

Rosalind was silenced — her mind began to 
grow confused. It was not true that this was 
all, and yet it was not false. She said nothing ; 
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if it was wrong she made herself an accomplice 
in the wrong ; and Aunt Sophy's exclamations 
soon put an end to the incident. 

' So you had met before ! ' she cried. * So 
you know Highcourt ! Oh, what a very small 
world this is! — everybody says so, but it is 
only now and then that one is sensible. But 
you must tell us all about it at dinner. We 
dine at the table cThote, it you don't mind. It 
is more amusing, and I don't like to shut up 
Rosalind with only an old lady like me for her 
company. You like it too ? Oh, well, that is 
quite nice. Will you excuse us now, Mr. 
Everard, while we prepare for dinner ? for that 
is the dressing-bell just ringing, and they allow 
one so Uttle time. Give me your hand, dear, 
to help me up. You see I am quite crippled,' 
Mrs. Lennox said complacently, forgetting how 
nimbly she had sprung from her chair with a 
child under each arm to greet their deliverer. 
She limped a little as she went out of the room 
on Rosalind's arm. She was quite sure that 
her rheumatism made her limp ; but sometimes 
she forgot that she had rheumatism, which 
is a thing that will happen in such cases now 
and then. 

The room was still dark. It was not Mrs, 
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Lennox's custom to have it lighted before 
dinner, and when the door closed upon the 
ladies the young man was left alone. His 
thoughts were full of triumph and satisfaction 
not unmingled with praise. He had attained 
by the chance of a moment what he had set 
his heart upon, he said to himself; for years he 
had haunted Highcourt for this end; he had 
been kept cruelly and unnaturally (he thought) 
from realising it. Those who might have 
helped him, without any harm to themselves, 
had refused and resisted his desire, and com- 
pelled him to relinquish it. And now in a 
moment he had attained what he had so desired. 
Introduced under the most flattering circum- 
stances, with every prepossession in his favour, 
having had it in his power to lay under the 
deepest obligation the family, the guardians as 
well as the girl who, he said to himself, was 
the only girl he had ever loved. Did he love 
Eosalind? He thought so, as Mrs. Lennox 
thought she had rheumatism. Both were 
serious enough — and perhaps this young 
stranger was not clearly aware how much it 
was he saw in Eosalind besides herself. He 
saw in her a great deal that did not meet the 
outward eye, though he also saw the share of 
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beauty she possessed, magnified by his small 
acquaintance with women of her kind. He saw 
her sweet, and fair, and desirable in every way, 
as the truest lover might have done. And 
there were other advantages which such a lover 
as Eoland Hamerton would have scorned to 
take into consideration, which Eivers — not able 
at his more serious age to put them entirely out 
of his mind — ^yet turned from instinctively as if 
it were doing her a wrong to remember them, 
but which this young man realised vividly and 
reminded himself of with rising exhilaration. 
With such a wife what might he not do ? Blot 
out everything that was against him, attain 
everything he had ever dreamt of, secure hap- 
piness, advancement, wealth. He moved from 
window to window of the dim room, waiting 
for the ladies, in a state of exaltation indescrib- 
able. He had been raised at once from earth 
to heaven. There was not a circumstance that 
was not in his favour. He was received by 
them as an intimate, he was to be their escort, 
to be introduced by them, to form one of their 
party ; and Eosalind, EosaUnd I she was the 
only girl whom he had ever loved. 
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CHAPTEE XLIII. 

He was placed between the ladies at the table 
d'Mte. Mrs. Lennox on her side told the story 
of what had happened to the lady on her other 
side, and Bosalind was appealed to by her left- 
hand neighbour to know what was the truth of 
the rumour which had begun to float about the 
little community. It was reported all down 
the table, so far, at least, as the English group 
extended, ' That is the gentleman next to Mrs. 
Lennox — the children were drowning, and he 
plunged in and saved both.' * What careless- 
ness to let them go so near the water ! It is 
easy to see, poor things, that they have no 
mother.' *And did he save them both? Of 
course, they must both be safe or Mrs. Lennox 
and Miss Trevanion would not have appeared 
at the table d'hdte' Such remarks as these, 
interspersed with questions, ' Who is the young 
fellow ? — where has he sprung from ? — I never 
saw him before,' buzzed all about as dinner 
went on. Mr. Everard was presented by Mrs. 
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Lennox in her gratitude to the lady next to 
her, who was rather a great lady and put up 
her glass to look at him. He was introduced 
to the gentleman on Eosalind's other hand by 
that gentleman's request. Thus he made his 
appearance in society at Aix with the greatest 
eclat When they rose from the table he fol- 
lowed Eosalind out of doors into the soft 
autumnal night. The little verandah and the 
garden walks under the trees were full of 
people, under cover of whose noisy conversa- 
tion there was abundant opportunity for a more 
interesting tete-a-tete, *You are too kind,' he 
said, ' in telling this little story. Indeed there 
was nothing to make any commotion about. 
You could almost have done it, without any 
help from me.' 

* No,' she said. ' I could not have done it ; 
I should have tried and perhaps been drowned 
too. But it is not I who have talked, it is 
Aunt Sophy. She is very grateful to you.' 

' She has no occasion,' he said. ' Whatever 

I could do for you, Miss Trevanion ' and 

then he stopped, somewhat breathlessly. ' It 
was curious, was it not ? that the boat on the 
pond should have been so much the same 
' thing, though everything eke was so different. 
And that is years ago.' 
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* Nearly two years/ 

* Then you remember ? ' he said in a tone 
of delighted surprise. 

*I have much occasion to remember. It 
was at a very sad moment. I remember every- 
thing that happened.' 

' To be sure/ said the young man. ' No, I 
did not forget. It was only that, in the plea- 
sure of seeing you everything else went out of 
my mind. But I have never forgotten, Miss 
Trevanion, all your anxiety. I saw you, you 
may remember, the day you were leaving 
home.' 

Eosalind raised her eyes to him with a look 
of pain. ' It is not a happy recollection,' she 
said. 

*0h, Miss Eosalind. I hope you will 
forgive me for recalling to you what is so 
painfiil.' 

' The sight of you recalls it,' she said ; ' it 
is not your fault. Mr. Everard, you had rela- 
tions near Highcourt.' 

* Only one, but nobody now — ^nobody. It 
was a sort of chance that took me there at aU. 
I was in a little trouble, and then I left suddenly, 
as it happened, the same day as you did. Miss 
Trevanion. How well I remember it all ! You 
were carrying the same little boy who was in 
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the boat to-day — was it the same ? — and you 
would not let me help you. I almost think if 
you had seen it was me you would not have 
allowed me to help you to-day.' 

' If I had seen it was ' Eosalind paused 

with troubled surprise. Sometimes his fine 
voice and soft tones lulled her doubts altogether, 
but, again, a sudden touch brought them all 
back. He was very quick, however, to observe 
the changes in her, and changed with them 
with a curious mixture of sympathy and 
servility. 

* Circumstances have carried me far away 
since then,' he said ; ' but I have always longed 
to know, to hear something. If I could tell 
you the questions I have asked myself as to 
what might be going on ; and how many 
times I have tried to get to England to find 
out!' 

'We have never returned to Highcourt,' 
she said, confused by his efforts to bring back 
those former meetings, and not knowing how 
to reply. ' I think we shall not till my brother 
comes of age. Yes, my little brother was the 
same. He is very much excited about what 
happened to-day ; neither of them understood 
it at first, but now they begin to perceive that 
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it is a wonderful adventure. I hope the wetting 
will do you no harm.' 

' Please/ he said in a petulant tone, * if you 
do not want to vex me, say no more of that. 
I am not such a weak creature ; indeed, there 
is nothing the matter with me, except in 
imagination.' 

' I think,' said Eosalind, with a little invol- 
untary laugh, ' that the baths of Aix are good 
for the imagination. It grows by what it feeds 
on ; though rheumatism does not seem to be 
an imaginative sort of malady.' 

'You forget,' he cried, almost with resent- 
ment ; ^ the danger of it is that it affects the 
heart, which is not a thing to laugh at.' 

* Oh, forgive me ! ' Eosalind cried. * I 
should not have spoken so lightly. It Was 
because you were so determined that nothing 
ailed you. And I hope you are right. The 
lake was so beautiful to-day. It did not look 
as if it could do harm.' 

* You go there often ? I saw you had been 
paintmg.' 

* Making a very little, very bad sketch, that 
was all. Mr. Everard, I think I must go in. 
My aunt will want me.' 

' May I come too ? How kind she is ! I 
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feared that being without introduction, knowing 

nobody But Mrs. Lennox has been most 

generous, receiving me without a question — 
and you, Miss Trevanion ? ' 

' Did you expect me to stop you from 
saving the children till I had asked who you 
were ? ' cried Eosalind, endeavouring to elude 
the seriousness with which he always returned 
to the original subject. ' It is a pretty manner 
of introduction to do us the greatest service, 
the greatest kindness.* 

* But it was nothing. I can assure you it 
was nothing,' he said. He liked to be able to 
make this protestation. It was a sort of 
renewing of his claim upon them. To have a 
right, the very strongest right to their gratitude, 
and yet to declare it was nothing — ^that was 
very pleasant to the young man. And in a 
way it was true. He would have done any- 
thing that it did not hurt him very much to do 
for Eosalind, even for her aunt and her little 
brothers and sisters, but to feel that he was 
entitled to their thanks and yet waived them 
was delightful to him. It was a statement over 
and over again of his right to be with them. 
He accompanied EosaUnd to the room in 
which Aunt Sophy had established herself with 
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mingled confidence and timidity, ingratiating 
himself by every means that were possible, 
though he did not talk very much. Indeed, 
he was not great in conversation at any time, 
and now he was so anxious to please that he 
was nervous and doubtful what to say. 

Mrs. Lennox received the young people with 
real pleasure. She liked, as has been said in' a 
previous part of this history, to have a young 
man about, in general attendance, ready to go 
upon her errands and make himself agreeable. 
It added to the ease and the gaiety of Ufe to 
have a lover upon hand, one who was not too t 

far gone, who still had eyes for the other 
members of the party, and a serious in- 
tention of making himself generally pleasant. 
She had never concealed her opinion that au 
attendant of this description was an advantage. 
And Mrs. Lennox was imprudent to the bottom 
of her heart. She had plenty of wise maxims 
in store as to the necessity of keeping ineligible 
persons at a distance, but it did not occur to 
her to imagine that a well-looking young 
stranger attaching himself to her own party 
might be ineligible. Of Arthur Eivers she had 
known that his family lived in an obscure street 
in Clifton, which furnished her with gbjectiqu^ 
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at once. But of Mr. Everard, who had saved 
the children's lives, she had no doubts. She 
did indeed mean to ask him if he belonged to 
the Everards of Essex, but in the meantime was 
quite willing to take that for granted. 

' It is so curious,' she said, making room for 
him to bring a chair beside her, ' that you and 
Bosalind should have met before, and how for- 
tunate for us! Oh yes, Highcourt is a fine 
place. Of course we think so, Eosalind and I, 
having both been born there. We think there 
is no place in the world like it ; but I have a 
right to feel myself impartial, for I have been a 
good deal about ; and there is no doubt it is a 
fine place. Did you see over the house, Mr. 
Everard ? Oh no, of course it was when uiy 
poor brother was ill. There were so many 
trying circumstances,' she added, lowering her 
voice, * that we thought it best just to leave it, 
you know, and the Elms does very well for the 
children as long as they are children. Of 

course, when Eeginald comes of age Do 

you know the neighbourhood of Clifton, Mr. 
Everard? Oh, you must come and see me 
there. It is a capital hunting country, you 
know, and that is always an inducement to a 
gentleman.' 
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'I should have no need of any inducement, 
if you are so kind/ 

' It is you that have been kind/ Mrs. Lennox 
saidu * I am sure if we can do anything to 

make our house agreeable to you Now 

tell me how you get on here. How often do 
you take the baths? Oh, I hope you are 
regular — ^so much depends upon regularity, they 
tell me. Lady Blashfield, whom I was talking 
to at dinner, tells me that if you miss one it is 
as bad as giving up altogether. It is the con- 
tinuity, she says. Young men are very difficult 
to guide in respect to their health. My dear 
husband, that is, Mr. Pulteney, my first dear 
husband, whom I lost when we were both quite 
young, might have been here now, poor dear 
fellow, if he had only consented to be an in- 
valid, and to use the remedies. You must let 
one who has suiiered so much say a word of 
warning to you, Mr. Everard. Use the re- 
medies, and youth will do almost everything 

for you. He might have been here now ' 

Mrs. Lennox paused and applied her handker- 
chief to her eyes. 

Young Everard listened with the most 
devout attention, while EosaUnd, on her side, 
could not refrain from an involuntary reflection 
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as to the extreme inconvenience of Mr. Pul- 
teney's presence now. If that had been all 
along possible, was not Aunt Sophy guilty of a 
kind of constructive bigamy? To hear her 
dwelling upon this subject^ and the stranger 
listening with so much attention, gave Eosalind 
an insane desire to laugh. Even Boland 
Hamerton, she thought, would have seen the 
humour of the suggestion; but Everard was 
quite serious, lending an anxious ear. He was 
very anxious to please. There was an absence 
of ease about him in his anxiety. Not the 
ghost of a smile stole to his lips. He sat there 
until Mrs. Lennox got tired, and remembered 
that the early hour at which she began to 
bathe every morning made it expedient now to 
go to bed. He was on the alert in a moment, 
offering his arm, and truly sympathetic about 
the difficulty she expressed in rising from her 
chair. ' I can get on when once I am fairly 
started,' she said ; * thank you so much, Mr. 
Everard. Eosalind is very kind, but naturally 
in a gentleman's arm there is more support.' 

' I am so glad that I can be of use,' he said 
fervently. And Eosalind followed upstairs, 
carrying Aunt Sophy's work, half-pleased, half- 
amused, a little disconcerted by the sudden 
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friendship which had arisen between them. 
She was, herself, in a very uncertain, somewhat 
excited state of mind. The reappearance of 
the stranger who had achieved for himself, she 
could not tell how, a place in her dreams, dis- 
turbed the calm in which she had been living, 
which in itself was a calm unnatural at her age. 
Her heart beat with curious content, expecta - 
tion, doubt, and anxiety. He was not like the 
other men whom she had known. There was 
something uncertain about him, a curiosity as to 
what he would do or say, a suppressed alarm 
in her mind as to whether his doings and sayings 
would be satisfactory. He might make some ter- 
riWe mistake. He might say something that would 
set in a moment a great gulf between him and 
her. It was uncomfortable, and yet perhaps 
it had a certain fascination in it. She never 
knew what was the next thing he might say or 
do. But Aunt Sophy was loud in his praises 
when they reached their own apartment. 
* What a thoroughly nice person ! ' she said. 
*What a modest, charming young man! not 
like so many laughing in their sleeve, in a hurry 
to get away, taking no trouble about elder 
people. Mr. Everard has been thoroughly well 
brought up, Rosalind ; he must have had a nice 
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mother. That is always what I think when I 
see a young man with such good manners. 
His mother must have been a nice woman. I 
am sure if he had been my own nephew he 
could not have been more attentive to me.' 

Rosalind said little in reply to this praise. 
She was pleased, and yet an intrusive doubt 
would come in. To be a little original, not like 
all the others, is not that an advantage ? And 
yet She went to her own room, thought- 
ful yet with a sensation of novelty not without 
pleasure in her mind, and paused in passing at 
the children's door to pay them her usual visit 
and give them the kiss when they were asleep 
which their mother was not near to give. This 
visit had a twofold meaning to Eosalind. It 
was a visit of love to the little ones, that they 
might not be deprived of any tenderness that 
she could give ; and it was a sort of pilgrimage 
of faithful devotion to the shrine which the 
mother had left empty. A pang of longing for 
that mother, and of the wondering pain which 
her name always called forth, was in her heart 
when she stooped over the little beds. Ordi- 
narily, everything was dim — the faint night-light 
aflfording guidance to where they lay, and no 
more — and still, with nothing but the soft 
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breathing of the two children, one in the outer 
and the other in the inner room. But to-night 
there was a candle burning within and the sound 
of nurse's voice soothing Johnny, who, sitting 
up in his bed, was looking round him with eyes 
full of light, and that large childish wakeful- 
ness which seems a sort of protest against ever 
sleeping again. 

' Oh, Miss Eosalind, I don't know what to 
do with Master Johnny ; he says a lady came 
and looked at him. You've not been here, 
have you. Miss ? I tell him there is no lady. 
He must just have dreamed it.' 

' I didn't dreamed it,' said Johnny. ' It 
was a beautiful lady. She came in there^ and 
stood here. I want her to come again,' the 
child said, gazing about him with his great 
eves. 

' But it is impossible. Miss Eosalind,' said the 
nurse ; ' the door is locked, and there is no 
lady. He just must have been dreaming. He 
is a little upset with the accident.' 

' 'We wasn't a bit upsetted,' said Johnny. 
' I could have doned it myself. I wanted to tell 
the lady, Eosy — but she only said, "Go to 
sleep." ' 

* That was the very wisest thing she could 
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say. Gk) to sleep, and I will sit by you,' said 
Eosalind. 

It was some time, however, before Johnny 
accomplished the feat of going to sleep. He 
was very talkative and anxious to fight his 
battles over again, and explain exactly how he 
would have ' doned * it. When the little eyes 
closed at last, and all was still, Eosalind found 
the nurse waiting in the outer room in some 
anxiety. 

* Yes, Miss Eosalind, I am sure he was off 
his head a little — not to call wandering, but 
just a little off his head. For how could any 
lady have got into this room? It is just his 
imagination. I had once a little boy before 
who was just the same, always seeing ladies 
and people whenever he was the least excited. 
I will give him a dose in the morning, and if 
he sees her again I would just send for the 
doctor. It is all physical. Miss, them sort of 
visions,' said the nurse, who was up to the 
science of her time. 
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CHAPTEE XLIV. 

Mrs. Lennox's cure went on through the greater 
part of the month of September, and the friend- 
ship that had been begun so successfully grew 
into intimacy perhaps in a shorter time than 
would have been credible had the conditions of 
life been less easy. In the space of two or three 
days Mr. Everard had become almost a member 
of Mrs. Lennox's party. He dmed with them 
two evenings out of three. He walked by the 
elder lady's chair when she went to her bath, 
he was always ready to give her his arm when 
she wished it, to help her to her favourite seat 
in the garden, to choose a place for her from 
which she could most comfortably hear the 
music. All these servi(;es to herself Aunt Sophy 
was quite aware were the price the young man 
paid for permission to approach Eosalind, to 
admire and address her, to form part of her 
surroundings, and by degrees to become her 
almost constant companion. Mrs. Lennox 
agreed with Mr. Buskin that this sort of appren- 
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ticeship in love was right and natural. If in 
spite of all these privileges he failed to please, 
she would have been sorry for him indeed, but 
would not have felt that he had any right to 
complain. It was giving him his chance like 
another ; and she was of opinion that a lover 
or two on hand was a cheerful thing for a 
house. In the days of Messrs. Hamerton and 
Eivers the effect had been very good, and she 
had liked these unwearied attendants, these 
unpaid officers of the household, who were 
always ready to get anything or do anything 
that might happen to be wanted. It was lonely 
to be without one of those hangers on, and 
she accepted with a kind of mild enthusiasm 
the young man who had begun his probation 
by so striking an exhibition of his fitness for 
the post. It may be objected that her ready 
reception of a stranger without any introduc- 
tion or guarantee of his position was imprudent 
in the extreme, for who could undertake that 
Eosalind might not accept this suitor with 
more ready sympathy than she had shown for 
the others ? And there can be no doubt that 
this was the case ; but as a matter of fact Mrs. 
Lennox was not prudent, and it was scarcely 
to be expected that she should exercise a vir- 
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tue unfamiliar to her in respect to the young 
man who had, as she loved to repeat, saved 
the lives of the children. He was one of the 
Essex Everards, she made no doubt. She had 
always forgotten to ask him, and as, she said, 
they had never got upon the subject of his 
family, he had said nothing to her about them. 
But there was nothing wonderful in that. It is 
always pleasant when a young man does talk 
about his people, and lets you know how many 
brothers and sisters he has, and all the family 
history, but a great many young men don't do 
so, and there was nothing at all wonderful 
about it in this case. A young man who is at 
Aix for the baths, who has been at most places 
where the travelling English go, who can talk 
like other people about Kome and Florence, 
not to speak of a great many out-of-the-way 
regions — ^it would be ridiculous to suppose that 
he was not ' of our own class.' Even Aunt Sophy's 
not very fastidious taste detected a few wants 
about him. He was not quite perfect in all 
points in his manners; he hesitated when a 
man in society would not have hesitated. He 
had not been at any university, nor even 
at a public school. All these things, however, 
Mrs. Lennox accounted for easily — when she 
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took the trouble to think of them at all — ^by 
the supposition that he had been brought up at 
home, most likely in the country. ' Depend 
upon it, he is an only child/ she said to Rosa- 
lind, ' and he has been delicate — one can 
see that he is delicate still — and they have 
brought him up at home. Well, perhaps it is 
wrong — at least, all the gentlemen say so ; but 
if I had an only child I think I should very 
likely do the same, and I am sure I feel very 
much for his poor mother. Why? Oh, be- 
cause I don't think he is strong, Eosalind. He 
colours like a girl when he makes any little 
mistake. He is not one of your bold young 
men that have a way of carrying off everything. 
He does make little mistakes, but then that is 
one of the things that is sure to happen when 
you bring boys up at home.' 

Rosalind, who became more and more in- 
clined as the days went on to take the best 
view of young Everard's deficiencies, accepted 
very kindly this explanation. It silenced finally, 
she believed, that chill and horrible doubt, that 
question which she had put to herself broadly 
when she saw him first, which she did not even 
insinuate consciously now, but which haunted 
her, do what she would. Was he, perhaps, not 
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exactly a gentleman ? No, she did not ask that 
now. No doubt Aunt Sophy (who sometimes 
hit upon the right explanation, though she 
could not be called clever), was right, and the 
secret of the whole matter was that he had been 
brought up at home. There could be no doubt 
that the deficiencies which had at first sug- 
gested this most awful of all questions became 
rather interesting than otherwise when you 
came to know him better. They were what 
might be called ignorances, self-distrusts, an 
unassured condition of mind, rather than de- 
ficiencies ; and his blush over his ' little mis- 
takes,' as Mrs. Lennox called them, and the 
half-uttered apology and the deprecatory look, 
took away from a benevolent observer all 
inclination towards unkindly criticism. Mrs. 
Lennox, who soon became * quite fond of the 
young stranger, told him frankly when he did 
anything contrary to the code of society, and 
he took such rebukes in the very best spirit, 
but was unfortunately apt to forget and fall into 
the same blunder again. There were some of 
these mistakes which kept the ladies in amuse- 
ment, and some which made Eosalind, as she 
became more and more ' interested,' blush with 
hot shame — a far more serious feeling than that 
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which made the young offender blush. For 
instance, when he found her sketch-book one 
morning, young Everard fell into ecstasies over 
the sketch Eosalind had been making of the 
lake on that eventful afternoon which had 
begun their intercourse. It was a very bad 
sketch, and Eosalind knew it. That golden 
sheet of water, full of light, full of reflections, 
with the sun blazing upon it, and the hills 
rising up on every side, and the sky looking 
down into its depths, had become a piece of 
yellow mud with daubs of blue and brown here 
and there, and the reeds in the foreground 
looked as if they had been cut out of paper 
and pasted on. ' Don't look at it. I can't do 
very much, but yet I can do better than that,' 
she had said, finding him in rapt contemplation 
of her unsatisfactory performance, and putting 
out her hand to close the book. He looked 
up at her, for he was seated by the table, hang- 
ing over the sketch with rapture, with the most 
eager deprecation. 

' I think it is lovely,' he said ; ' don't try to 
take away my enjoyment. I wonder how anyone 
can turn a mere piece of paper into a picture ! ' 

' You are laughing at me,' said Eosalind, 
with a little offence. 
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' I — ^laughing I I would as soon laugh in 
church. I think it is beautiful. I can't imagine 
how you do it. Why, there are the reflections 
in the water just as you see them. I never 
thought before that it was so pretty.' 

* Oh ! ' Kosalind cried, drawing a long breath. 
It hurt her that he should say so, and it hurt 
still more to think that he was endeavouring 
to please her by saying so. ' I am sure it is 
your kindness that makes you praise it ; but 
Mr. Everard, you must know that I am not 
quite ignorant. When you say such things of 
this daub, it sounds like contempt — as if you 
thought I did not know better.' 

' But suppose I don't know any better ? ' he 
said, looking up at her with lustrous eyes full 
of humility, without even his usual self-disgust 
at having said something wrong. ' Indeed 
you must believe me, I don't. It is quite true. 
Is it a fault. Miss Trevanion, when one does not 
know ? ' 

What could Eosalind say ? She stood with 
her hand put out towards the book, looking 
down upon the most expressive countenance, a 
face which of itself was a model for a painter. 
There was very Uttle difference between them 
in age, perhaps a year or so to his advantage, 
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not more ; and something of the freemasonry of 
youth was between them, besides the more deli- 
cate hnk of sentiment. Yes, she said to herself, 
it was a fault. A man, a gentleman, should 
not be so ignorant. Something must be wrong 
before such ignorance could be. But how say 
this or anything like it to her companion, who 
threw himself so entirely upon her mercy ? She 
closed the book that had been open before him 
and drew it hastily away. 

' I am afraid,' she said, ' your eye is not 
good ; of course it is no fault except to think 
that / could be so silly, that I could accept 
praise which I don't deserve.' 

' Ah ! * he said, ' I see what you mean. You 
despise me for my ignorance, and it is true I am 
quite ignorant ; but then how could I help it, 
I have never been taught.' 

' Oh ! ' cried Eosalind again, thinking the 
apology worse than the fault, bad as that was. 
' But you have seen pictures — you have been in 
the galleries ? ' 

' Without any instruction,' he said. * I do 
admire that^ but I don't care for the galleries. 
Oh, but I never say so except to you.' 

She was silent m the dreadful situation in 
which she found herself. She did not know 
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how to behave, such unutterable want of 
perception had never come in her way be- 
fore. 

' Then I suppose,' she said, with awful calm, 
' the chromo-lithographs, those are what you 
like ? Mine is something like them, that is 
why you approve of it, I suppose.' 

^ I like it,' he said simply, ' because you 
were doing it that day, and because that is 
where I saw you sitting when everything 
happened. And because the lake and the 
mountains and the sky all seem yours to me 
now.' 

This speech was of a character very diffi- 
cult to ignore and pass over as if it meant 
nothing. But Eosalind had now some expe- 
rience, and was not unused to such situations. 
She said hurriedly, * I see — it is the association 
that interests you. I remember a very great 
person, a great author, saying something like 
that. He said it was the story of the pictures 
he liked, and when . that pleased him he did 
not think so much about the execution. If 
he had not been a great person he would not 
have dared to say it. An artist, a true artist, 
would shiver to hear such a thing. But that 
explains why you like my daub. It ig better 

YOL. 11. u 
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than if you really thought it itself worthy of 
praise.', 

' But I ' Here young Everard paused ; 

he saw by her eyes that he must not go any 
further ; there was a little kindling of indigna- 
tion in them. Where had he been all his life 
that he did not know any better than that? 
Had he gone on, Kosalind might not have been 
able to contain herself, and there were premo- 
nitory symptoms^ in the air. 

' I wish/ he said, ' that you would tell me 
what is nice and what isn't.' 

' Nice ! Oh, Mr. Everard I ' Eosahnd 
breathed out with a shudder. * Perhaps you 
would call Michael Angelo nice,' she added 
with a laugh. 

* It is very likely that I might ; you must 
forgive me. I have a relation who laughs at 
me in the same way, but how can one know if 
one has never been taught ? ' 

* One is never taught such things,' it was 
on Eosalind's lips to say, but with an impa- 
tient sigh she forbore. Afterwards, when she 
began to question herself on the subject, Eosa- 
lind took some comfort from the thought that 
Koland Hamerton knew almost as little about 
art as it is possible for a well-bred young Eng- 
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lishman to know. Ah ! but that made all the 
difference. He knew enough to have thought 
her sketch a dreadful production; he knew 
enough to abhor the style of the chromo-litho- 
graph. Even a man who has been brought up 
at home must have seen the pictures on his 
own walls. This thought cast her down again, 
but she began after this to break up into small 
morsels adapted to her companion's compre- 
hension the simplest principles of art, and to 
give him little hints about the fundamental 
matters which are part of a gentleman's educa- 
tion in this respect, and even to indicate to him 
what terms are commonly used. He was very 
quick ; he did not laugh out at her efforts as 
Eoland would have done ; he picked up the 
hints and adopted every suggestion — all which 
compliances pleased Eosalind in a certain sense, 
yet in another wrapped her soul in trouble, 
reviving again and again that most dreadful of 
all possible doubts, just when she thought that 
it had been safely laid to rest. 

And yet all the while this daily companion 
made his way into something which, if not the 
heart, was dangerously near it — a sort of ves- 
tibule of the heart where those who enter may 
hope to go further with good luck. He was 

V 2 
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ignorant in tnany ways. He did not know 
much more of books than of pictures ; some- 
times he expressed an opinion which took away 
her breath, and he was always on the watch 
for indications how far he might go, a sort of 
vigilance which was highly uncomfortable, and 
suggested some purpose on his part, some pur- 
suit which was of more consequence to him 
than his natiu:al opinions or traditions, all of 
which he seemed ready to sacrifice at a word. 
Eosalind was used to the ease of society, an 
ease perhaps more apparent than real, and 
this eagerness disconcerted her greatly. It was 
true that it might bear a flattering interpreta- 
tion, if it was to recommend himself to her 
that he was ready to make all these sacrifices, 
to change even his opinion s^ to give up every- 
thing that could displease her. If all expe- 
dients are fair in love, is it not justifiable to 
watch that no word may offend, to express no 
liking imless it is sure to be in harmony with 
the tastes of the object loved, to be always on 
the alert and never to forget the purpose aimed 
at? This question might perhaps by impar- 
tial persons be considered open to a doubt, but 
when one is oneself the object of such pro- 
found homage it is natural that the judgment 
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should be slightly biassed. And there was a 
certain personal charm about him notwith- 
standing all his deficiencies. It was difficult 
for a girl not to be touched by the devo- 
tion which shone upon her from such a pair of 
wonderful eyes. 
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